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Mutant Ninja Turtles, Kevin Eastman.” » _ 
E - from the Julie Strain préss kit 


é% S Murphy: Hey, Julie! 


Julie Strain: Hey, Murphy! } 
M: So, what's your favorite color? 


J: Purple. Part of the reason is being an Aquarius, 

Q) born February 18, amethyst is my birthstone. And 
while growing up I was drawn towards purple cloth- 

R ing, black light posters that had purple in them... and 

E I had a truck with purple and blue flames when I came 
to LA. 


") M: How do you get your teeth so white? 


avg J: I've invested quite heavily in my dentistry. I did- 
n't have good dentistry when I was younger. I realized 

when I wanted to be in photography you needed to have 
a clean palette to start with and that means straight 
clean white teeth. I spent $25,000 on them. Porcelin 
veneer across the front, one’s a cap, porcelin crowns 
put in where there were old silver fill-ins. Mine are 
A-1, the whitest you can go. 


M: Who are your heroes? 


J: Bettie Page. I've kept pictures of her on my walls 
throughout my career. Also, Raquel Welch, Sophia Loren, 
Bridgett Bardot, the daunting vixens of their time. The 
ones that weren’t so traditional, that were sexier; dream 
girls, the fantasy women. Raquel Welch is still hot. 


M: Who's your ideal beauty? 


J: Gee, that’s a 
tough one. (pause) I'm 
gonna say Bettie Page. 
She's beautiful, sexy, 
she’s very natural, she 
broke alot of barriers, 
| her poses, her eyes tell 
such stories, like “I'm 
going to do this to you,” 
and all just in photos. 


M: So, who's the 
sexiest woman alive? 


J: Me! 


M: Who's the sexi- 
est man alive? 


J: Kevin Eastman. 
M: Aww, then who’s the second sexiest man alive? 


J: Kevin is just so far and above all the other men on this 
planet, I just don’t even fantasize about anyone else. Oh, 
here’s one: Gregory Peck, in his To Kill A Mockingbird 
days, my very favorite movie of all time. 


M: | hear you‘re gonna be working with Snoop Doggy 
Dogg in a movie. 


J: We're slated to start working on it January 6. But you 
know how Hollywood is; it might happen, it might not, 
although I have signed a contract. James Brown is sup- 
posed to be in the movie as well. It’s called The Cleaners. 
I play a transvestite who is one operation short of being a 
woman, if you know what I mean. I have no nude scenes 
or sex scenes in the movie. 


M: You mean it has a story?! Hey, I only recently 
learned that you used to be a competitive bodybuilder. 


J: | sure was. In junior high and high school I used to be 
one of the best high-jumpers in the league. | did four- 
eleven as a freshman. I went on to do five foot seven in col- 
lege. I had a coach in high school who used to take me to 
gyms to work out and train and introduced me to the world 
of bodybuilding where I met my first boyfriend, a Mr. 
California — he was twenty-eight and I was sixteen. When 
I graduated from high school at seventeen we moved to LA 
and opened a gym. I was a trainer, a nutritionist, and con- 
tinued to compete both high-jumping and bodybuilding 
through college. 


M: When did you decide you wanted to be in movies? 


J: When | was five years old I wanted to be an actress. | 
dreamt of being a character and seeing the world through 
her eyes. I kept the dream alive as | was growing up. 
Bodybuilding kept me balanced and in tune with myself and 
very strict and regimen-oriented, which provided me with a 
great foundation. So when | finally got into the business | 
was close to thirty and very seasoned as a person. 


M: How'd you go about getting into films? 


J: 1 got discovered at a boxing match in Las Vegas. The 
girlfriend of the gentleman who discovered me took me 
around, introduced me to agents, modeling agencies, and 
took me around to jobs. She took me to my first movie, 
Repossessed, with Leslie Nielson. | got to be next to him in 
exercise class and in a shower scene. And that was my 
introduction. I made a hundred bucks. 
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M: Did you do all your own stunts in Nude Gym? 


J: Ha! Yes. That was an old Penthouse video they 
reboxed because Buck-Naked Line Dancing and Nude 
Golf were doing so well. 


M: Do you do your own stunts in your action films? 


J: Ido my own stunts. That is, unless there’s a huge 
explosion that calls for my character to be thrown a hun- 
dred feet through the air — that’s something I would not do. 
I did play a monster in The Unnameable IT, which is an H.P. 
Lovecraft story. Besides having the horns, hooves, wings, 
stilts, backbraces and everything else, I flew from a second 
story on a cable down to attack this woman cop. That’s the 
most outrageous Stunt I’ve ever done. 


M: Of the dozens of “Scream Queens” in Hollywood 
you're obviously the most successful. How'd you pull it off? 


J: Well, standing from the outside looking in I have to 
say there’s nobody else quite like me. I’m six-foot-one. So 
to begin with people are overwhelmed by my physical 
stature. I’m also very professional. | show up on time, I 
help around the set, I bring my own costumes, I used to do 
my own makeup, I would just make things so much easier 
on everyone else that | became a pleasure to work with. 
Eventually films that | appeared in would sell very well, and 
I became a hot chick to work with. Even though I'm con- 
sidered a “Scream Queen” I’m usually the one that makes 
people scream. 


M: What would you be doing if you weren't doing what 
you're doing? 


J: 1 would hate to think! (laughs) I was breeding dober- 
man pinschers before I came to town... I would probably be 
heavily involved with animal husbandry, horses, dogs. 
There’s alot of enjoyment in that for me. I was once a 
housewife and that was okay but I was unfulfilled creative- 
ly so I'd always want to be involved in some sort of bbusi- 
ness. Being a personality. When I get older { could always 
do radio 
because it does- 
n't matter what 
you look like! 


M: What can 
you tell us about 
self-esteem? 


J: It’s not 
something you 
can buy. If you 
don’t have it you 
better be adamn 
good faker 
because no mat- 
ter who you are 
or what you do 
people want to 
believe in you. 

M: Any ad- 
vice for beautiful 
young women 
arriving in Holly- 
wood expecting 
to make it big? 


J: Get right 
back on the bus 


and go home! 
(laughs) It’s an 
evil, evil, terrible 
place. Luckily I 
went there old 
enough with a 
certain amount of 
experience so that 
I didn't get into the 
star-dating and 
drugs. You either 
go there to be a 
party girl or to 
work. If you don’t 
earn any money 
you're going to 
end up a party girl 
and being passed 
around. You'll 
wind up being 
twenty-eight years 
old, drugged out, 
no money, strip- 
ping for starters, 
hooking for sec- 
onds, and if you're 
not hooking 


M: Hollywood or Hollyweird? 


J: Hollyweird. A town definitely under its own glass 
_, bubble. There's alot of evil that goes around there. The way 
> that men use women, giving them five hundred dollars-a- 
day jobs providing they show up next Friday night with their 
girlfriend, you know? Al! my girlfriends are broke and owe 
me money because they won't play those games. Others go 
with the Sultan of Brunei. 


M: The who? 


)) J: The Sultan of Brunei is the richest man in the world. 
» At any given day there are thirty to forty beautiful women at 
his place. Many of them are top models or actresses who 
aren't making enough money in their professions. So they 
all get on a plane, go down and dance around, and come 
back with a quarter million, half a million bucks, drive 
around in a Mercedes, get an extra-large boob job, buy cute 
dresses and hang around in the same bars as the other girls. 


M: What's the word on the Sultan? 


J: !'ve heard that he’s actually tairly nice. Most of the 
girls don‘t even have to have sex with anyone there. He just 
wants to have a harem of pretty women around. When a 
girl does get summoned to go see the Sultan in private 
_ they're not to wear any makeup or perfume... so he doesn't 
gel busted when he goes back to one of his two queens. 
Girls get spied on in their rooms, on their first night they go 
this big parlour where they get drugged and when they 
come to they tind their dresses pushed up and stuff. 


M: Lovely. Reminds me how the Shah of Iran used to 
have his henchmen find young girls, virgins, have them 
abducted and brought to him, only to return them later to 
their hometowns with a suitcase full of cash, but no longer 
Virgins 


J: I don’t think any of the girls going to the Sultan are 
virgins. (laughs) But it is interesting. 1 feel sorry for the 
girls. I wish they were smart enough so they could all pool 
their money and produce their own movies, become their 
own entities so they wouldn't have to do this. 


M: Yeah. (pause) So is it true that your fan club sells 
sets of your toenail clippings? 


J: My fan club — the number for which is 1-800-642- 
8183 — does package and sell many valuable items of mine 
like shoes and nylons that I’ve worn... and that's because | 
pose for Leg Show, a foot fetish magazine, so yeah some 
guys want to buy Julie Strain toenail clippings. For a hun- 
dred and fifty bucks. 


M: How do we know none of those toenails belong to 
Kevin? 


J: Kevin's toes are much bigger. (laughs) You know, I 
believe in being accessible to your fans. It helps reduce the 
amount of stalkers. It’s people like Madonna and Julia 
Roberts who get the whacks stalking them because they are 
so unaccessible. My whacks come to see me at shows. | 
shake their hand, sign a photo, and they go home. 


M: Didn't you meet Kevin at a show? 


J: Kevin Eastman came to a Scream Queen trading card 
signing show three years ago... today in fact! Kevin stood 
in line and bought a polaroid picture standing with me and 
it was kind of a love-at-first-sight thing but there were fifty 
more people in line so it was a madhouse and then he was 
gone. Three months later on my birthday I had another 
signing at the same store and Kevin showed up with a rose 
and said “Happy birthday!” This was after the painter Oivia 
practically threw him at me. Later that evening he came to 
dinner with us. 


M: This is our Valentine’s Day issue so I'm compelled to 
ask you about your first date with Kevin. 


J: We held hands, kissed for a few days, then he flew 
back to Northampton, packed up some personal belong- 
ings, flew back and we moved in with each other, in The 
Argyle Hotel. That was our first date. Then we went to 
Disneyland the next day, to Hawaii the day after that, came 
back to LA to buy a wedding dress, stood around in the 
store and cried. Kevin surprised me with a wedding ring 
which he designed. It has a square diamond in the center 
and a triangular one on each side. It’s very beautiful. We 
tried to get married in Paris, then Stonehenge, but we kept 
missing the blood tests, so we eventually got married ona 
private beach on Martha's Vineyard at sunset. (softly) 
Romantic. | wish all my girlfriends would be so lucky to 
meet a man who would love them so much. Kevin always 
proves in a day's time that he loves me more than I love 
him. We argue about who loves who more. 


M: That's really wonderful. I think I’m going to start 
going to Scream Queen signings. Tell us about your child- 
hood. 


J: | was born into a family with four brothers. We all had 
different fathers and spent most of our time beating the shit 
out of each other. I did really good in school, too goad, they 
kept putting me in the next grade’s reading class. So kids 
started to hate me, would pull knives on me, so to show! 
was cool | lit the girl's room on fire and got in big trouble. 
My folks then put me in a private school, the Walnut Creek 
Christian Academy. Then! went to a public high school. | 


was a tall string- 
bean tom boy 
who never had 
sex with anyone 
in school. 1 was 
one of the guys, 
basically. Driving 
around drinking 
beer and throw- 
ing up. 

M: That ruins 
the image of you 
that | had from 
way back in 
Penthouse. 


J: Oh, so 
you're a fan, too? 
Check out the 
February 1998 is- 
sue for a preview 
of my FAKK IT 
Heavy Metal 
movie. 


M: Okay, let’s pretend we're making a movie. The next 
scene requires your character to cry. How do you go about 
doing so? 


J: Crying on film is not easy for me. I'ma little spoiled 
by always being the bad guy. It comes so naturally to me to 
burst through a door, shout and fuck people up. But in the 
first movie that I co-produced, called St. Patricks Day, 
where I play nine months pregnant, my character cried. | 
had to separate myself from everyone else for several 
hours, making myself sad and mopey, thinking of my dog 
and horse dying. It was a challenge. | much prefer larger- 
than-life roles: witches, vampires, FBI agents. Once I put on 
my four-inch high heels and put up my hair I'm six-foot- 
seven. Who could they cast to play my husband? 


M: What are your favorite roles? 


J: | have two favorite roles. One is Fit to Kill, my first 
Andy (producer/director) Sidaris film, where 1 co-starred 
with R.J. Moore, Roger Moore's son, which gave the film a 
James Bond kind of feel. And my second favorite is proba- 
bly Dark Secrets, where | play a dominatrix and get to slap 
people around. I got to ad lib alot and wear all my black 
clothes and a pointed silver bra. Dark Secrets also con- 
tains my favorite love scene of all time — of mine or anyone 
else’s — with me and another young lady doing a love scene 
in the rain and it’s just beautiful. 


M: Where's the worst place you‘ve ever been sent to 
film a movie? 


J: Louisiana, where we have to eat this godforsaken 
bacon and eggs and grease, scrambled grease eggs shit for 
breakfast, because it’s free. You see, everyone there does 
things for free because they so badly want to be a part of the 
moviemaking process. So they have their boat, or their 
house, their daughter or their dog, or motorcycle or airplane 
in the movie for free. So the movies get made for cheap. 
We're talking Andy Sidaris movies here. 


M: Mmm, free fatty foods. 


J: I always come back weighing ten pounds more. 
And it’s so hard to get off. I go on the treadmill every 


Julie in The Unnameable II 


day and stop drinking and it’s still hard to get off. 
M: And the best place you've been? 


J: Hawaii. And for the same Andy Sidaris films. In fact, 
1 just came back from there where we filmed Return to 
Savage Beach. Kevin has a role in that one. 


M: Tell us about this trading card set you've just com- 
pleted, Bettie Page 2000. 


J: It came about due to my role in this documentary 
about Bettie Page where I act as a host interviewing people 
and helping to judge a Bettie Page look alike contest. | 
asked permission to dress up as Bettie and we had the most 
amazing two-day photo shoot. I showed the pictures to the 
trading card company, Comic Images, who had done my 
original card set, and they loved them enough to do the set. 
[Note: Bettie Page was an underground pin-up queen of 
the 1950's, known as the Queen of the Curves, the most 
photographed woman on the planet, as well as the Dark 
Angel for her fetish and bondage photos. For a revealing 
and ultimately sad interview with Bettie, see the January 
1998 Playboy. ] 


M: Where do you see yourself in ten years? 


J: Retired, pretty much. Living in Arizona or someplace 
else warm where there's less risk of the effects of nuclear 
war. Somewhere there’s a community of other old people 
where we won't be noticed, where we can grocery shop 
and walk the dog. Pretty basic, lots of cooking, going to bed 
and getting up early. 


M: Nuclear war? 


J: Yeah I'm worried about nuclear war. People like 
Saddam Hussein are out of their goddamned minds and 
probably have nuclear weapons. That's scary. 


M: So what's the Julie Strain game plan? 


J: | think the Julie Strain thing has run away with itself. 
Completely out of my hands! | do at least two photo shoots 
a week. I’ve done all the photos for my next book. [| teach 
a fine arts photography class at UCLA every year. My pub- 
licist keeps me busy with promotions, doing radio shows 
and on-line chats. 


M: | didn't know you were a photographer. What do 
you shoot? 


J: | shoot my friends, naked. Most of them are 
Penthouse Pets. The pictures appear in Femme Fatales 
magazine and upcoming issues of Celebrity Sleuth where | 
sort of have a regular column. Photography's my greatest 


», affair with a student. I hope it's a tall student! 


‘Museum, I like where we live; | can spy on people down- 
/town. Northampton is kinda like Main Street in Disneyland. 


\ ‘ 4 
> War, and that Kevin and I could live to be one hundred and 


joy. 
M: What's next for 
you? 


J: I'll be finishing up 
shooting The Guns of El 
Chupacabra, a Donald G. 
Jackson film that Kevin is al- 
so in. | play Queen Bee and 
Kevin plays King Allmedia and we 
run around after the chupacabra, the 
Mexican folk monster that supposedly 
sucks the blood out of goats. Then there's 
The Cleaners that starts shooting in January. 
And then the voices for the animated FAKK 
II in February. In April I'm in Vancouver for 
another movie where | play a teacher having an 


\ 
\ 
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M: Hey, I'm six feet. 
J: No you're not. 

M: Five-eleven... 

J: Forget about it. 


M: You come to Northampton fairly often. What do you 
like the most about it? 


J: | like the bagels, the turkey sandwiches, the clothing 
stores. | like Yankee Candle, the Words and Pictures 


(laughs) You know, one store’s an ice cream shop, one 
store’s a hot dog shop... It’s a slice of America. 


M: I’m sure the Chamber of Commerce is gonna love 
that analogy. So what do you like least about Northampton? 


J: The cold. Sometimes 1 wear two pairs of longjohns. 
M: What's your favorite magazine? 

J: My favorite magazine is VMag! 

M: That'll get you on the cover. 


J: | also like Heavy Metal, Penthouse, Femme Fatales, 
Leg Show, Celebrity Sleuth... (laughing) anyone that pub- 
lishes me. 


M: If you had three wishes, what would they be? 
J: Cure AIDS, completely knock out the threat of nuclear 


fifty and still have the use of all our facilities. 


M: If the world were going to end tomorrow, what 
would you do tonight? 

J: Hold and hug my husband and kiss him and make love 
as many times as we can. Drink my favorite sweet syrupy 
wine and eat a fatburger. Pray alot and make sure my life is 
straight with God so that Lcan go to Heaven. 


M: Amen to that. Thank you, Julie, you've been great! 


WORTH THE RENTAL 


by G. Michael Dobbs 


‘m not ashamed to say | actually went out and bought a 

Julie Strain video (Sorceress to be precise) for my video 

collection. Frankly, if you’re trying to have a represen- 

tative collection of today’s direct-to-video productions, 
you should own more than just one Julie Strain opus. Strain 
is one of the few performers who've made a real name for 
herself from simply a direct-to-video career. Gointo a video 
store and check the boxes for her distinctive looks. She’s 
everywhere! 

Like fellow d-t-v superstar Shannon Tweed, Strain has 
translated her fame as a pin-up star into an acting career. 
And she has come a lot further than most other pin-ups 
who've tried. Strain’s height, her cascading dark hair, and 
her ability to look as if she wouldn't mind ripping your 
spleen out has helped her to become one of the small 
screen top villains. 1 wouldn’t be accurately describing her 
appeal if | didn’t add that Strain’s lack of inhibitions in shed- 
ding her clothes for art hasn’t hurt her one bit. She started 
acting in Penthouse videos (she was the 1993 Penthouse Pet 
of the Year) and has appeared in a number of their softcore 
productions. 

What can you say about a performer who has been in 
Naked Bar Sports as well as in films with Warren Beatty 
and Leslie Neilson? 


Although she has appeared in several mainstream 
Hollywood productions, her star has become the brightest 
in the made-for-video action, erotic thriller and horror gen- 
res. Hey, it’s Julie’s planet and we're just allowed to live 
here! 


A SAMPLING OF STRAIN: 

BIKINI HOTEL, 1997 

RETURN TO SAVAGE BEACH, 1997 

BUSTED, 1997 

SORCERESS Il, 1997 

ST. PATRICK’S DAY, 1997 

DARK SECRETS, 1996 

DAY OF THE WARRIOR, 1996 

RED LINE, 1996 

NUDE GYM, 1996 
RESTRAINED, 1996 


Julie modeling the title character of 
the upcoming Heavy Metal FP.A.K.K. 2 
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MOSAIC PROJECT, THE, 1995 
PLAY TIME, 1995 

WICTIM OF DESIRE, 1995 
BEVERLY HILLS COP Ill, 1994 

DALLAS CONNECTION, THE, 1994 

ENEMY GOLD, 1994 

MONEY T@ BURN, 1994 

NAKEG GUN 33 1/3: THE FINAL INSULT, 1994 
PSYCHO COP 2, 1994 

SORGERESS, 1994 

FIT TO KILL, 1993 

UNNAMEABLE Il, THE, 1993 

BAD LOWE, 1992 

KUFFS, 1992 

MIRROR IMAGES, 1992 

NIGHT RHYTHMS, 1992 

WITGHGRAFT IV: WIRGIN HEART, 1992 

DOUBLE IMPACT, 1991 

SUNSET HEAT, 1991 
CARNAL CRIMES, 1990 
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un Shopping Barbie sat straight-legged 

on her towel (seeing as her knees did- 

/ n't exactly bend as knees should). Her 

& = shrunken hands fumbled through her 

nest of knot-infested, wiry, blonde hair. Her plastic fin- 

gers were positioned as if she were wearing mittens, which 
made it even more difficult to attempt a braid. 


“Uuurg!” she said through a clenched, toothy grin, “They 
could have at least given us decent hands, or even left us 
bald.” 


Flight Attendant Midge gave Fun Shopping Barbie a con- 
cerned look. Unlike Fun Shopping Barbie, Flight Attendant 
Midge had had her red, plastic hair yanked back 
into a tight, thick bun since she had emerged 
from her mold. With the perfect little hair- 
do she lived with she couldn’t 
empathize with Fun Shopping Barbie's 
dilemma. 


Malibu Barbie tumed to 
Fun Shopping Barbie in dis- 
gust. “Be thankful that 
you're blessed with clothes! 


, Five 90’s-style outfits?” 


‘Fun Shopping Barbie rolled 
iher eyes. “Sure, whatever 
|Malibu, like my outfits are actu- 
sally stylish? You can go ahead 
;and look through my wardrobe, 
you won't find two things that 
;don't clash.” She finished, 
‘pulled her oversized plastic 
jhairbrush from the duffle bag 

, Snowboarding Barbie had lent 
-her and tugged at her matted 
;strands with the bristles. She 
‘silently hoped that she could 
untangle them without losing her 
head to her hair’s expense. 


Flight Attendant Midge ignored the argument 
occurring before her and gazed down the steaming 
highway, imagining that some New Kid on the Block 
doll would drive out of nowhere and sweep her off her 


only a flight attendant, not some Little Mermaid equipped 
with a prince. “Eeeek, there’s Surfing Ken in his new red 
convertable!” she screeched, pointing at the bright vehicle 
speeding down the sun-streaked concrete. Malibu Barbie 


According to the Encyclopedia 
Britannica (Vol 9, bth Edition), the word 
pornography is derived from Che Greek porni 
(meaning prostituce) and graphein (meaning to 
write), While little is known of the words origins 
or early forms of pornography itis known that 
the word was initially used to refer to any work of 
art or literature depicting the life of prostitutes. 
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I’m stuck with this tacky 

bathing suit for the rest of my 

existence. You've got, what? : 


l 
by Maia Bissettte 


feet. She wasn’t exactly the type of girl who automatically | 
got paired up with a significant other, seeing as she was | 


gagged and Fun Shopping Barbie rolled her eyes. 


In the passenger's seat of the convertable sat Gymnast 
Barbie, a true bitch with an ego that could melt the Arctic. 
Her joints could bend better than Ballerina Barbie's, which 
gave her the impression that she was too cool for everyone 
else. The convertable drove by, barely noticing the three 
dolls. 


Flight Attendant Midge sighed and leaned against her 
safari jeep. “What does she have that I don’t?” 


“How ‘bout the fact that she’s updated on the newest 
positions?” snickered Malibu Barbie. 


“That’s disgusting!” Fun Shopping Barbie smacked 
Malibu Barbie with her Fun Shopping purse, “I swear 
to you girl, Malibu Ken must have plagued your 
mind with his perverted com- 


I) ments. You never used 
: 3 to be this sick.” 

Flight Attendant 

—~<Yy Midge sitaly smiled (see- 

ing as she couldn’t exactly 

frown) and 

straightened her 

American  Air- 


JAY; ) ameris 
af lines pin. “Ican’t 


wait until the Her- 
gates action figure 
shows his face," she 
announced. “I heard 


that there's going to be a delay on the Meg- 
gara doll, so he should be single for at least 
a week.” 


By Chet & Bunny 


by Brenda J. Ainsburg 
44mid the 

S x caco- 
N phany of 


a busy auto repair shop 
a young man with bright 


gines, he _ is 
Startled out of 
his reverie by a 
co-worker barking, 
“What’s with you to- 
day?!" 


“N-n-n-nothing, “ he stam- 
mers. Within the confines of his 
co-worker's impatient stare he fal- 
ters, “I'm just tired. I went out last 
night.” 


“By the look on your face, it was a good 
night! Whad'd you do, get laid by the 
Swedish volleyball team or something?” 


The young man turns back to the task at hand, 

blushing furiously. Yes, he met a girl last night. A 
totally amazing girl. And he can’t wait to see her again. 
No use trying to explain—they wouldn’t understand and 
probably wouldn't believe him anyway. Remembering the 
way she looked at him, how she whispered in his ear, the 
way her body moved, he bit back a wide grin. I know she 
likes me. Glancing impatiently at the clock, he wishes for 
the day to be finished. He has somewhere to go tonight. 


Mer: 


ag nd in just a few minutes, gentlemen, we'll have 
members of our nighttime lineup, so stick 
around!” The DJ.’s announcement slicing 


through the thundering music warns me to complete my 
reconnaissance before I am late for my next set. Casually, | 
stroll around the perimeter of the stage, smiling at men who 
glance in my direction, surreptitiously sighting those cus- 
tomers with stacks of dollar bills next to their drinks and 
marking their location, noting those who are consistently 
tipping the day-shift dancers, and observing who is imbibing 
mixed drinks or bottled beer. 
belong to the last catagory, ding goes the bel! which indi- 
cates that those who are willing to pay top dollar for drinks 
are less likely to be stingy with their money. 


“And now, gentlemen, welcome to the stage our night- 
time lineup featuring...” booms the D.J. and as I mount the 
steps of the stage I catch, out of the corner of my eye, Forty- 
dollar Dave cross the threshold of the building. Inwardly, 1 
sigh in relief at his arrival -- he’s always good for two 


In reference to those who ; 


maintain 
move in slow, bump-and- 
: grind style; keep transi- 
: ot tions in movement and 
blue eyes absentmindedly ae Suasiun cle! Chellis’ 
wields an_ air-impact 
wrench. Oblivious to Fhe first man’s 
the hissing of air eyes, after a cur- 
hoses and throaty sory glance at my face, 
grumblings of become riveted to a 
adjacent en- point somewhere just un- 


dances. One spin in my six-inch, spike-heeled, Bettie Page- 
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style platform shoes around the pole and I am on auto- 
pilot, gliding sylph-like from patron to patron, dollar to 
dollar. For each customer | execute, at the very 
least, the Three Canons of 

Exotic Dancing: smile and 

eye contact; 


i 
1 
' 
i 
I 
' 
I 
I 
! 
derneath the hem of my ! 
too-short, twirling skirt. So intent is his 
Stare that he never even sees me scoop his : 
dollar. While dancing for him I use my periph- ! 
eral vision to plot the most efficient course across ! 
the stage to pick up the dollars. With a forward ‘ 
flip, ! launch through the air to land deft- i 
ly in front of a young man ! 
with two dollars up. His ' 
eyes sparkle with de- ® 
light as he exclaims, io 
"Wow," and I reply, ! 
“Honey, I'm home!” j 
His buddy throws up ! 
another dollar, laugh- : 
ing, “Give my friend, Dan, ; 
here, a good show. It’s his birthday.” Flaring my eyes 
I coo, “Oooh, Happy Birthday, Dan.” 


Tilting my head I flirt, “You have a gorgeous smile.” 


— a EE Se 


Scooping the dollars and finishing my show, two sinu- 
ous strides place me in front of Forty-dollar Dave. After 
sliding to the floor and exchanging amenities with my two- 
year regular I whisper, “You gonna take me in that VIP room 
and make me wish I was single?” His answer — “Any time 
you're ready, hon.” Ching-Ching! There's forty bucks! With 
a wink and a nod I turn my back to him, stand, and sway my 
hips while shooting a glance at Dan, maintaining my stare 
until our eyes meet, then coyly lowering my lashes. 
Spinning, I twirl around an adjacent pole and melt down 
into the splits for the next customer. This man is a regular 
whose name escapes me, but who often has one private 
dance with several, if not all, of the dancers on the shift 
when he pays a visit. Upon picking up a second dollar from 
this repeat tipper I whisper, “If your table dance card isn’t 
full yet, I saved you a seat in my little love corner.” Never 
much of a conversationalist, he just looks happy and nods. 
Ching-Ching! There’s another twenty bucks! Once again, 
with my back to the present customer, I glance at Dan, smil- 
ing and biting my lower lip as our eyes lock. My body lan- 
guage translates as: | may be dancing for all these men, but 
I'm really thinking of you. 


A fer dancing for several more customers I find 
myself, once again, in front of Dan. “What do you 
think of my buddy, here?”, asks Dan's companion and | 
reply, "Birthday Boy, here, is pretty hot. Are you going to 
buy him a birthday VIP dance so] can get him alone?” 


Dan's buddy is hooked—-with a hoot and a clap on 


; Dan's back, the buddy cries, “Come see me when you're 


done!” Sliding down to the floor and staring into Dan‘s eyes 
1 lovingly threaten, “Blue Eyes, I"m gonna make you cry like 


; a little boy.” More hooting from his buddy and, noting that 


my set is finished, I exit the stage and strut in skimpy lace 
finery to their seats. The rowdy buddy slips me a twenty 


. dollar bill and 1 lead Dan by the hand into the lushly carpet- 


ed, softly-lit VIP room, patting the seat of the upholstered 
chair in which he is to sit, and I cross the rope barrier to sit 


. daintily upon a two and a half foot diameter round platform. 


We make small-talk and flirt until the beginning of the next 


+ song when, aware of the time constraints presented by try- 


ing to collect at least three guaranteed VIP dances before 
my next scheduled set, | exclaim, “Oh, I love this song! Let 
me dance for you to this song.” I stand up on the platform 
and perform my standard, five minute private dance involv- 
ing heavy eye contact, hungrily licking my lips while 
unabashedly running my eyes over his body, leaning my 
head close to his and purring in his ear — THAT patented 
maneuver usually elicits shivers and goosebumps from the 
most stalwart of men — and seductively removing all of my 
clothes. As the song ends and Dan is sweating profusely 
from sexual frustration, | lower my voice and whisper 
huskily in his ear, “I think I"m enjoying this even more than 
you.” I turn my head, gazing lustily into his eyes, pleading, 
“Have another dance from me so I don’t have to stop.” 


“I don’t want you to stop.” 


With a lusty grin I purr, “Two dances it is,” confirming 
the transaction, and for the next five minutes do much the 
same thing as 1 did before, but in a different order and with 
slight variations. Again | ease to a stop at the end of that 
song and coax, “One tor the road?” Dan sighs, checks his 
wallet, and stammers a reluctant decline. Immediately | 
crack a joke to dispel the sexual tension and banter ani- 
matedly as | put on my clothes. My mind fixed on profit, | 
feign recognizing someone through the window and excuse 
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myself to accost a friend. Forty dollars in hand, I lead Dan 
back to his seat and, to the delight of his buddy, put on a 
theatrical show of having been teased, turned on, and mer- 
cilessly exhausted by Dan. 


“| hope I see you again.” 


\ urprised and pleased, Dan asks me when I am working 
O and I rattle off my schedule, urging him to come see me 
on a slow night, a weeknight, when I have time to talk to 
him. With a squeeze of his hand, I bid him goodbye. As 1 
turn my back to him, the profit gears in my head begin to 
whir. First, Forty-dollar Dave, then the Silent Regular. Then 
maybe one more dance from Dan at a five-dollar discount. 
Bending over to tuck the forty dollars into my ankle garter, 
I muse, not a bad start. 


(Brenda J. Ainsburg is a Valley-based exotic 
dancer, author and radiologist.) 
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Lackluster libido? If your sex drive's got you 
down, an article in the American Health for 
Women December issue (pg. 50) highlighted 7 
major causes for a dwindling drive: hormonal 
havoc, too little sleep, too much exercise, depres- 
sion, antidepressants, stress and hypoactive sexual 
desire (anyone that has few sexual fantasies and 
little or no desire for sex). 
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by “wild” Bill —m ° 
Brazil 


Blame my interest in strippers on 
my mother. 


No, no, she wasn't a stripper her- 
self nor did she force me into girlie 
shows at a young age. My mother, a 
smart, strong-willed, God-fearing 
woman has always looked out for my 
welfare and once advised me that what 
I needed to do to make some real 
money in the writing game was to get 
a “juicy” topic. 

Well, I pondered this statement, 
and did a little market research and 
came up with a project examing the 
exotic dance industry. My poor mother 
had meant for me to write some sort of | 
Harold Robbins-style sexy novel. Even 
now she hangs her head in shame that 
her eldest hangs out in smelly old strip 
bars. 


Today is the age of stripper chic. Everyone seems to be 
interested in strippers today. Feminist philosophers argue 
about them. Movies such as Showgirls and Striptease are 
made about them. All kinds of strippers are on Sally and 
Jerry Springer... strippers who have really huge breasts; 
strippers who are really men; strippers who've found God; 
strippers whose job embarrasses their children or parents, 
etc. 


What's next? Stripper toy lines? Action figures? 
Runway Barbie and Tuck-a-Buck Ken? 


The interesting thing about all the attention paid to 
exotic dancers is that it’s usually from people who've never 
or seldom ever been in a strip club. Frankly the stories told 
in the movies or on the talk shows usually have little to do 
with the truth, But when was the last time you were inside 
a club, propping up dollar bills at the bar, or watching the | 
show from a back table? ‘ 


In this sex-crazed country of America, no single occupa- 
tion in adult entertainment has assumed so great a position 
in our popular culture as exotic dancers or strippers. In the 
1930’s, burlesque stars such as Gypsy Rose Lee, Sally Rand, 
and Ann Corio frequently crossed over from the burlesque 
stages to the “legitimate” entertainment industry. Barbara ! 
Stanwyck even starred in a movie that was based on Gypsy | 
Rose Lee’‘s best-selling mystery, The G String Murders. 
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; Little has changed in sixty years as 
| people are still fascinated and 
» | obsessed by women who take off their 
clothes for money. Relatively little, 
though, is known about this industry. 
: Don Wiatt, who publishes the yearly 
Exotic Dancer directory and the quar- 
terly Exotic Dancer Bulletin, was 
quoted last year by the New York 
Times as characterizing exotic danc- 
ing as “ at least a billion-dollar indus- 
try.” Accroding to Hiatt’s figures there 
are over 2,000 bars in America which 
feature some sort of exotic dancing. 


In this age of pornography on 
' demand, one wonders why strip clubs 
haven't gone the way of the dinosaur 
and the X-rated movie house. Today 
someone can walk into a porno shop 
and purchase or rent explicit materials 
which are so specific that nearly any 
fetish can be satisfied. Computer liter- 
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ate types can search the Intemet for images or services that 
match their kink precisely. So why pay a cover charge and 
purchase an expensive drink to take a chance that someone 
working at a strip club will fulfill your fantasy? Why risk 
your hard-earned adult entertainment dollars on less than a 
sure thing? 


The answer is that, even in this cyber age, nothing can 
compare with a real live human being. By simply being on- 
Stage, strippers are living, breathing fantasies who bridge 
the gap between their audience’s dreams and reality. 


The area's Chambers of Commerce like to trumpet how 
western Massachusetts is at the “crossroads of New 
England,” but they naturally don’t want to tell you that our 
area is one of the exotic dancing hotspots in the Northeast. 
Residents af western Massachusetts like to complain about 
our lack of political clout on Beacon Hill, but in the strip club 
race, we far out-run the boys back in Boston. With about 10 
percent of the Commonwealth’s population, western 
Massachusetts has 24 percent of the state’s clubs. 
Springfield has five clubs (The Mardi Gras, Teddy B’s, Club 
418, The Fifth Alarm, and Anthony’s II); Monson has The 
Magic Lantern; Whately is home to The Castaway Lounge; 
and South Hadley is the location of Anthony’s. 


Despite the number of area clubs (several of which have 
been in business over 20 years), the exotic dance industry is 
not one which is welcomed with open arms. Recent efforts 


< to open a club in a vacant building on Fuller Road in 


' Chicopee were soundly squashed, and after over a year of 


get yout gear 


=. 
" 


} 9 
A store fox aff your 
sensual needs 


featuring: 
lingerie 

exotic bodywear 
gift baskets 
adult videos & novelties 
& more 


gift certificates available 
plus sizes available 


EROS 


fe ecyth ing you nr reed fox love 


8 Court House Walk (Court Square) 
Springfield, MA 01103 
413.746.3860 


strenuous effort by the city fathers of Holyoke, the Race 
Street Club was closed. Stripping may be big business, but 
it’s not an easy business. 


So, just what does happen inside a _ western 
Massachusetts strip club? For the novice, a explanation of 
terms is needed. 


Tipping: the act of putting a dollar bill on the stage soa 
particular dancer will stop in front of you for a personal per- 
formance lasting between 30 seconds and one minute. 
Please note that any larger amount will be appreciated by 
the dancers. 


Table Dance: a one-to-one performance usually con- 
ducted in a room separate from the stage. In Massa- 
chusetts, nothing happens in the table dance room that 
doesn’t already happen on stage, except it’s your op- 
portunity to talk with a dancer. Talk is not cheap, though, 
as a table dance can cost $10 or $20. 


Strippers: Women who take their clothing off on stage 
for the amusement of men, but not all strippers actually get 
naked. Who a stripper is and where they work define the 
sort of dancer they are. Most women who work in “strip- 
clubs" do not get nude as most clubs in this country are top- 
less, and a significant amount don’t allow any nudity at all, 
with dancers wearing pasties and bikini bottoms. 


Gentlemen’s Clubs: A high-priced strip club usually 
found in metropolitan areas that caters to businessmen 
willing to drop a bundle to impress a client. The biggest dif- 
ference between these establishments and regular strip 
clubs, in my opinion, is clean toilets. I don’t care how much 
money you've paid the door, or if the bouncers are in tuxe- 
dos; if there isn’t a bathroom attendant making sure the 
place is clean, it’s just a regulation strip club. Note: No club 
in western Massachusetts can boast of a truly clean men’s 
room. 


Feature acts: Famous naked people. Feature acts usu- 
ally fall into two classifications; the porn stars and the pin- 
up models. Most of the pom stars I’ve seen make for pret- 
ty routine dancers, with the exception of Nina Hartley. They 
know guys have come out just to be able to say to their bud- 
dies the next day that they’ve seen Christy Canyon, Celeste, 
or dozens of others live in the flesh and buck nekkid. 
They've come to get a Polaroid of themselves with a sex 
star to stick under the visor of their car. 


The pin-up models may do magazine porn, but not the 
live on-camera stuff. Generally, because most clubs are 
topless in this country, these performers go to their plastic 
surgeons for the largest breasts they can tolerate. Busty 
Dusty, Candi Cantalopes, Wendy Whoppers, Kimberly 
Kupps, Honey Melons, Kayla Klevage, Pandora Peaks, Niki 
Knockers... I'm sure you get the picture. 


House Dancers: Non-famous naked people; the per- 
formers who make one or two clubs their home base. 


Bouncers or Doormen: Up-right Buicks disguised as 
human beings entrusted to make sure the audience behave 
themselves. 


Contact: In the state of Masschusetts, dancers and cus- 
tomers can not have any physical contact or a club could 
have its liquor license revoked. Forget all about that lap 
dance scene in Showgirls as it doesn't happen here and it 
probably doesn’t even happen in Las Vegas! 


Now that we know the lingo, let’s go in. Nearly all the 


clubs in the Valley have a cover charge and a drink mini- 
mum. Prepare to be carded unless you're a gray beard such 
as myself. Only Anthony’s in South Hadley will admit 18 to 
20 year-old pups, but they sit in a special area under a door- 
man’s nose and can only order soda. 


Every strip club has a stage of some sort. The largest 
club in the area, Anthony's, has a stage area that seats 
about 100. Every club has some sort of lighting system with 
some as minimalist as simply the house lights while others 
are top-rated theatrical lighting with laser and smoke effect. 


Where you sit is important. If you’re an adult, you can 
sit at a table away from the stage or at the stage itself. 
Sitting away from the stage sends the message that you're 
either too cheap to tip or that you're just in the market for a 
table dance. 


Some guys can be very obnoxious tippers. One 
night I sat near a guy who literally had money to burn. 
He was so obsessed with getting a certain dancer over to 
him that he placed a line of dollar bills leading from the 
point the dancer currently was performing over to his 
seat. The dancer, the now retired goddess known as 
Nikki, saw all this but wasn't impressed. It must have 
cost him $20, and he didn't get any longer a show than 
anyone. 


Now with your dollar bill propped up in front of 
you (fold it lengthwise as it’s easier for the dancer to slip it 
under her garter), your next concem is how to interact 
when the dancer comes around. The agonizing question 
for guys is “what do I say?” 


How about “hello?” Dancers have heard every 
“cute” line in the book, and you have to be pretty inventive 
to come up with something they haven't heard a million 
times. A simple exchange of pleasantries sure as hell 
impresses a dancer more than a silent stack-jawed look. 


There are several books hawked on the Internet 
on how to meet and date dancers. You undoubtedly notice 
there’s not a lot of books out on how to meet and date 
teachers, nurses, waitresses, or interior designers. It's part 
of the whole strip club myth that dancers are some sort of 
sexual uberwomen ready to service the lucky guy they 
chose to meet outside the club. With the right techniques, 
these women will do your bidding. 


Right. 


Dancers tend not to date customers because it can 
mess up their income and their job. After all, how many 
people do you know who refuse to date someone from the 
workplace for this very same reason? 


Two more tipping tales: 


One night I watched a young man being kicked 
out of Anthony's because he had reached up and touched 
a dancer someplace he really really shouldn't have. The 
dancer screamed, and a team of bouncers scooped him up. 
On the way out he complained that by tipping the dancer 
all night he thought they had developed a “relationship.” 


I arrived at Anthony's one night about 10 p.m. 
for a quick visit while on the way home from work, and 
happened upon a friend of mine who was relieved to see 
me. He had been there since 5:30 p.m. waiting for friends 
who hadn't come and had subsequently spent nearly all of 
his week’s pay on one dancer. She had given him a phone 
number and told him she wanted to go out with him. He 
was all atwitter as I drove him home, and was 
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devastated when the number turned out to be bogus. 

Anonymity is the stripper’s Kevlar vest . In a job that 
calls for her to reveal something most of us view as one of 
our most private personal assets, the dancer keeps secret 
those things the rest of us willingly share. If you meet 
someone you immediately try to make a connection by 
sharing names, places of business, where you live, likes and 
dislikes. When a dancer sits down between sets with a 
member of an audience, most intend the experience to sole- 
ly further a business arrangement. 


A dancer is no more and no less a sales person, and its 
her job to sell you fantasy. She will allow you to lead a dis- 
cussion with the hopes that it will lead to a VIP room fora 
table dance, a private one-on-one performance that lasts 
the length of a song and can cost $10.00 to $20.00. Ifa table 
dance isn’t in her future, a dancer will often tactfully excuse 
herself to talk to someone else. 
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That’s not to say a dancer won't have friendships with 
regular customers, friendships which have little to do with 
sexual fantasies. But those relationships are usually due to 
a dancer making the decision to allow this kind of relation- 
ship. It’s risky, because most men who are looking for a 
role beyond voyeur aren't going to be happy being just pals. 


Dancer's names have always intrigued me because they 
sound sort of alike. It's almost as if there’s a book from which 
they chose their stage name. Most seem to have “y,” “i,” “e,” 
or “a” as their final letter. There’s Nikki, Alicia, Kimberly, a 
bunch of Desirees, Tiffany, Tasha, Porsche, Mercedes, Natasha, 
Ashly, Rosemary, Chelsea, and Chelseana! 


Most men who visit strip clubs are generally there for 
one or two hours. That allows them to see the entire shift 
of dancers twice, as dancers usually do a set that’s 20 or 30 
minutes. In between sets, dancers either look for table 
dances or go back into the dressing room. Some will sit out 
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in the stage area, though, having a drink or a smoke, and 
talking to their regular customers. Dancers work shifts that 
are anywhere from 8 to 12 hours. 


Although feature performers may lure in the customers, 
it’s the house dancers who keep them coming back. I’ve 
found the house dancers tend to be the best performers. 
They know there will be a core of guys who will come to 
their club on a regular basis, and if they want to keep 
encouraging their dollar bills, they need to actually do 
something on stage. Like the strippers in the venerable 
musical Gypsy say, “you've got to have a gimmick.” These 
are the women who spend money on costumes or props or 
learn gymnastic moves or how to use the poles in the cen- 
ter of every strip club stage for eye-catching tricks. 


The house dancers always watch the feature acts, and 
will openly express admiration for those acts who actually 
present some old-fashioned burlesque showmanship. The 
acts they don't like are frequently the porno stars. A strip- 
per has far more in common with David Copperfield than 
with a porn star such as Mimi Miyagi. A stripper’s job is cre- 
ate illusions, something porn stars don't do. 


I was standing with a great dancer named Kimberly 
one night watching porn star Teri Weigel. Kimberly's 
disgust with Weigel’ on-stage “act” was more than 
apparent, At the end of Weigel’s set, she came over and 
shook Kimberly's hand. Kim turned to me and said dryly, 
“ Now I have to wash my hands.” 


There are plenty of dancers, though, who don’t seem to 
have a clue about what they're doing. They get on stage, 
doff their clothes fairly quickly, and walk around naked 
looking for tips. The very best dancers know to never be 
completely nude on stage. They keep enough clothing on to 
provide a little mystery. 


The best dancers have clearly defined stage personas. 
Some are bawdy and give the customers a wink to let them 
know it’s all in fun while others are chatty and defuse any 
sexual tension with a little conversation. Just because a 
dancer is a stunning beauty does not insure her success. 
Personality on stage is more important than a perfect body. 
A customer will always tip a beautiful dancer once, but may 
not tip her again if she has an attitude problem. 


Alicia is a house dancer at Anthony's who has the on- 
stage moves down to a science. She knows how to estab- 
lish eye contact, and knows when to be sultry and when to 
smile. She has what I call the “stripper mime” down cold. 
She’s a pro, 


Sois my friend Darrien. She thoroughly understands the 
psychology that goes on between a dancer and a member of 
the audience. She'll introduce herself to the audience by 
climbing up a pole a slowly and sensually slide to the floor 
upside down, She seems to know ahead of time when to be 
buddy-triendly with a customer or when to be sexy. Kreskin 
has nothing on her. 


House dancers frequently will enter dancer competi- 
tions to win a title which could lead to a career as a fea- 
ture act, I've seen dancers billed as Miss Venus 
Swimieear, Miss Hatwatian Tropic, and a plethora of Miss 
Nude Fill-In-the Blank. My favorite titile, Ghough, was 
Miss Nude Guam who regularly danced at Anthony's and 
those stage name was Nahlina. «A fine performer, she 
teas later featured as a Penthouse Pet and toured. 


Another local house dancer who lett area to tour is 
Desiree Barbie. She has appeared in a number of men’s 
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magazines including Penthouse HotTalk and Hustler thereby 
giving her some marquee value. When I spoke to her a few 
years ago she was a house dancer at the Magic Lantern. 
She was an amazing dancer to watch as she could line up 
her next tip by shooting a sultry look. She would switch her 
on-stage persona with ease from a clown to a red-hot siren. 
When I talked with her she was waiting for the publication 
of her Penthouse HotTalk shoot to go on the road again. 


She described herself as having been an “introverted 
and secretive” teenager who took dance classes in school 
and at the age of 16 answered an ad for dancers in a news- 
paper in her home town of Omaha, Nebraska. 


“I was such a naive child,” she said with a sad smile. 


She auditioned in a strip club in Omaha at the age of 16 
not really understanding what she was doing. She putona 
leather Indian costume borrowed from another dancer and 
went out before the audience and performed some flips and 
jumps. The men threw money on the stage and she was 
amazed. She dropped out of school and by the age of 17 
was “traveling and raising hell.” 


“For many years, the club was my life. My day would 
begin at 2:00 p.m. and end at 2:00 a.m.” 


She toured the country, but eventually she wanted 
something different in her life. She obtained her GED, start- 
ed saving her earnings, attended college classes, and 
bought a house. Desiree was not reluctant to admit that she 
suffers from burn-out. 


“Sometimes I feel degraded because I bend over for a 
dollar. | think sometimes these guys just want to see a freak 
show," she said. 


When Desiree began dancing many club owners 
required her and others to have burlesque-style costumes 
and have acts. Today, she complains, most of the younger 
dancers just come out in lingerie or a bathing suit. 


“I even get jealous of them, " she said. “Older dancers 
understand. When you're young, you think ‘I’m the best.’ I 
try to tolerate them.” 


She is now in her early 30s. 


Dancing often becomes a game of sexual power. For 
dancers there is a battle which goes on during their set. The 
fight is for a kind of sexual supremacy between them and 
the members of the audience. 


“You play games on stage,” said Desiree. “Each guy has 
a different game. It’s a form of mental abuse. When there 
is a polite guy, you say ‘Wow! He noticed!’ It makes it 
worthwhile.” 


The last time I saw her perform was at the now-defunct 
Race Street Pub in Holyoke. Desiree was pushing the sexu- 
al supremacy game to the limits. Clad in a leather B&D out- 
fit, she chose members of the audience to join her on-stage. 
One guy she rode like a horse while swatting him with a 
small whip, while another was handcuffed to a pole and 
sexually teased. Eventually she gave that poor guy a hell of 
a wedgie and the club manager had to get the key from her 
to let the guy out of the ‘cuffs. There was a real look of 
panic in his eyes and clearly anger in her actions. [realized 
that after she was done, she hadn't taken off a single arti- 
cle of clothing. 


Watching a beautiful woman like Desiree express so 
much hostility underscores the many hazards in pursuing a 


stripping career. Most dancers I've spoken to over the years 
view stripping as a job. Some enjoy the challenge of 
attempting something creative, but most will tell you that it 
is a job as satisfying (or unsatisfying) as clerking in a store 
or selling used cars. 


Dancers hide their true selves from their audiences, and 
many times hide what they do for a living from their fami- 
lies. At many clubs, customers can buy a Polaroid of them- 
selves with their favorite dancer, but many of the dancers 
I've met won't allow their photo to be taken. While they've 
accepted the idea of dancing naked for men, they don’t 
want photographic evidence of it that can wind up in a 
magazine or on the Internet. 


During a Penthouse Pet Search event at Anthonys, 
Kimberly wears a short wig over her long hair. It looked 
good on her and when I complimented her she told me she 
wore it as a disguise in case photos of the club were 
taken. She had successfully pursued a modeling career, 
specializing as the trim women using exercise equipment 
in Sunday circulars. She didn’t want an odd photo to 
Jeopardize those jobs. 


Another raw truth is the sexual mind games that go on 
between dancer and customer. Pro-stripping feminists 
argue that dancers sexually dominate men by defining the 
parameters of that encounter and getting paid for it. There 
has been more than one guy who has been completely 
embarrassed when a dancer accepted his dollar and made 
him realize his thoughts were just as naked as her body. 


The chance of rejection, though, is with nearly every 
dancer each time she stakes the stage. In a business where 
your success and popularity is literally measured by the tips 
you receive, ending a half-hour set in a packed club with a 
handful of dollars is indeed encouraging. Dancers are as 
concerned with self-esteem issues as much as anyone else, 
even if they're popular. They compare themselves with 
other dancers and wonder if a new hairstyle, a piercing, a 
tattoo, or larger breasts would improve their earnings. 


Age is another factor. Stripping, not unlike profession- 
al athletics, is a job for the young. Some dancers, despite 
talent and beauty, find it difficult to compete for tips once 
they hit their 30s. 


A popular dancer in our area can make $400 or more on 
the prime weekend nights, and while this may sound 
appealing, it’s necessary to realize that dancers have no 
health benefits and no paid-vacation. And that amount is 
just tips. Some clubs pay minimal shift payments, but not 
in the Valley. If you’re not making on-stage, you’re not 
making anything. 


In fact, a new national trend is for clubs to charge 
dancers anywhere from $60.00 to $100.00 a shift for the 
privilege of working there. Efforts to unionize dancers in 
other areas have been attempted and have failed. 


Yet despite those considerations, the money is enticing. 
Many dancers are single mothers whose job skills may not 
allow them to earn an equivalent wage in another profes- 
sion. Still others are college students (yes, the stereotype is 
indeed true) who are working their way through school. 
With stripping, a woman can work three or four days a 
week and still have time for children, school, or, for many 
others, a “straight” job. The most successful dancers are 
those who view the job as a means to reach a goal, from 
finishing college to buying a new car, to support their chil- 
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dren until they are of school age. 


On Thanksgiving evening this year, a close friend of 
mine, a woman of considerable persona! and professional 
achievement, argued that it’s the choice strippers make to 
enter this profession that bothers her. As a divorced moth- 
er of two children she had worked two jobs to make ends 
meet, and she believes that dancers don’t do themselves a 
favor by opting for a profession which doesn’t build mar- 
ketable skills. Besides, she feels the experience must be 
degrading, and that the job isn’t about building a future, but 
rather just following money. 


I can’t argue with a lot of what she says. I don’t advo- 
cate dancing as a lifestyle. There are plenty of dancers to 
whom I’ve spoken who comment on not just feeling unsat- 
isfied with their job, but degraded by showing their naked 
bodies to slack-jawed men. But then | think of the number 
of times I've come home from work wondering just why I 
take daily harassment from idiot bosses and | realize that 
it’s only for the money. 


So what's the difference? We all use psychological 
tricks just to get through a day at work; frozen smiles, soul- 
rendering schmoozing, misplaced anger. Which is worse: a 
guy in a cubicle knowing he is more competent than his 
supervisor but can’t do anything about it, or a young 
woman who has elected to take her clothes off for men’s 
amusement in order to make a living? 


/ 

I greet one dancer at Anthony’ with a “Hows it ;{ 
going?” She replied, "Okay. (pause) How do you feel 
when you're at work?” 
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Guide to 
Western 
Mass 
Strip 
Bars 


compiled by 
Punco Godyn and 
Bonnie Clyde 


“White collar customers are general- 
ly cheap mother-fuckers.” 


—'Bonnie Clyde” 


o get the skinny on the 
skinjoints, I sat down 
with Bonnie Clyde, a 
peeler who’ spent about 
two years working in 
Western Massachusetts titty bars, 
in hopes that we could share the 
perspective of a typical exotic 
dancer, along with mine, the 
perspective of your typical pig. 


She told me some horror stories of 
working in the industry that are prob- 
ably best not to pin on any one specif- 
ic establishment, as I would like to 
keep my Ineecaps unmolested by any 
fellow with the nickname “Rocko.” 


Bonnie agrees many places can 
pay well, but the owners and man- 
agers she cared to mention by name 
didn’t fare kindly. For instance, 
you might get a club owner, much 
like the Robert Davi character in 
Showgirls, who just can't seem to 
keep his hands off the dancers and 
requires a preview lap dance from 
auditioning strippers. 


We limited our discussion to 
bars with female performers, 
though Bonnie saw it fit to mention 
that “most clubs that have male 
dancers are for prostitution.” 
Noting that the money she makes 
might inspire me to pack my 
porcine form into a g-string, Bonnie 
warmed “if you want to make more 
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than $50 a night, you better be ready to give blow jobs to 
some nasty-looking old men.” 


While all the clubs have their particular character, 
Bonnie says there's one factor they all share in common: 
“They all could treat their girls a lot better.” 


ANTHONY'S PUB, South Hadley 


Hours: Mon-Wed. 4 p.m. to 1:30 

Thur.-Sat., Noon to 1:30 a.m. 

Cover Charge: $7 for ages 18 to 21 and $5 for adults 
Bud: $2.75 Coke: $2.75 


PUNCO: I never thought I could ever get bored by big 
boobs, but it happened here. If you're a big fan of eighties 
video porn, big hair, big nails and row by row of identical 
silicone hooters, here’s the place for your next bachelor 
party. Too big, too loud, and too expensive for me. 


BONNIE: It’s actually one of the nicer clubs when it 
comes to things like cleanliness. It actually has two dress- 
ing rooms, and it has a shower. On a Friday night you can 
make $500 to $700. Monday night is real hit or miss: you 
might walk out of there with 20 bucks. 


They also have a kiddy section which is also kind of fun. 
Eighteen to 21-year-olds have to sit in the kiddy section. 
You get these kids that are barely graduated from high 
school, at best, and they kind of sit there saying, “look, it’s 
a girl!” Half of them probably haven't lost their virginity yet, 
and mom doesn't know where they are, or how they're 
spending their allowance. 


While Bonnie thinks it sucks that the club didn't pay 
girls a salary in addition to their tips, and makes them 
pay a portion of these tips to the DJ, she does like the 
clubs policy of fining girls who try to sell more than just 
a look. 


BONNIE: It gives you a good excuse to get the guys off 
your back. 


ANTHONY'S TWO, Springfield 


Hours: Noon to 2 a.m., Mon. through Sat. 
Cover: $2 after 9 p.m. Thu. Through Sat. 
Bud: $3.25 Coke: $2.75 


BONNIE: Picture Anthony's minus the decor, the class, 
and most importantly, the customers. The stage is about 
five feet by six feet, so if | was to do the splits, I'd get stuck. 


There's one girl on stage and the stage seats approxi- 
mately eight guys, so there’s no way you're going to make 
any money at it. You're up there for three songs, and they 
tip you once: you maybe get off the stage with eight bucks 
if you're lucky! Table dances are only ten bucks, so you 
can’t even make up for it in table dances. 


“I hate that club so much,” she said, noting that the 
poor shot at making money had its effect on the mood of 
the other dancers. “I'd be a bitch too if I was earning $7 
a fucking night for showing my twat,” she said. 


PUNCO: I remember when this was Henry VIII, before 
the Anthony's folks took it over. I don’t know what it’s like 
now, but Henry VIII was a great funky divey sort of place. It 
didn’t look like it was really designed to be a titty bar: it just 


looked like a regular old bar where there were now naked 
women bouncing around. The ladies weren‘t as pneumat- 
ic as you'd See at Anthony's, but they were fun in this biker 
babe sort of way. 


CASTAWAY LOUNGE, Whately 


Hours: 1 p.m. to 1 a.m., Mon. through Sat. 
Cover: $3 after 5 p.m. Bud: $3.75 
Coke: Wouldn't tell over the phone. 


BONNIE: The club is really small, so it’s really difficult to 
make really big money there. The guys that come in in gen- 
eral are pretty nice. They’re local yokels, y'know. They’‘re 
the guys who don’t want to see you dance, but when you 
pass the bar, they'll hand you a dollar. 


Which gets Bonnie going on her class theory of strip 
bar customers. 


In general, blue-collar working class guys are nicer, 
they tip better. The white collar guys will give you a steady 
$20, but the blue collar guys will give you as much as they 
can give you each time, which is a nicer tip, if you ask me. 
They'll only have five bucks on them, but they'll give it to 
you, and they come more often. They don’t need to feel like 
they own you. The white collar guys want to own you. 


The dressing room is about three by four. It’s a closet. 
It’s right next to the owner, so the women can’t have any 
private conversations. In general it's kind of a shitty place to 
work, but the girls are really nice, and really pretty. 


PUNCO: This has got to be my favorite of the Western 
Mass strip clubs I've been able to visit. 


Quite a few places may send you home with a chubbie, 
but this is the only place where I ever saw a performer who 
had me checking my breath with her unnerving eroticism. 
They let the dancers pick their own music to dance to, and 
as they get a few college girls working there, the music is 
cool, too. I saw a girl there strip to Nine Inch Nails. Very 
cool. 


BONNIE: If you're in college and you're going to work, 
you'll either work far away or at Anthony's or Castaway’s. 
Springfield’s a rough area to work. 


CLUB 418, Springfield 
Hours: noon to 1:30a.m., Mon. To Sat.; 4 p.m. to 2. a.m. Sun. 
Cover: None. 

Bud: $4 Coke $3 


BONNIE: I worked there a total of 20 
minutes. This is the place you go if you let 
your body go and let your mind go, and all 
you do is stand there on the stage, and you 
look nasty. The women don’t shower reg- 
ularly. It was just really bad. 


PUNCO: I want to be fair to the owners 
here: I’ve never been to this place, though 
I've heard anecdotes that back up 
Bonnie’s opinion. Best way to find out is 
to go there, guys. What have you got to 
lose, besides your immunity to infectious 
diseases? 
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BONNIE: This place and Teddy B’s are places you want 
to go if you don’t want to spend a lot of money. 


FIFTH ALARM, Springfield 


Hours: Noon to 2 a.m., seven days a week. 
Cover: $2 
Bud: $3.75 Coke: $2.75 


BONNIE: The Fifth isn’t bad. It’s a couple of steps up 
from Teddy B's. It fluctuates, though: it could get a crowd of 
really nice girls and then it loses them all, and it goes back 
to nasty. It goes back and forth. The money’s not that great, 
the guys can get pretty rough, and there’s no table dances. 
But there you're more likely to find a guy who'll tip you $5 
or $20 than you are at any of the other clubs at all. Partially 
because they don’t have the table dancers, but also because 
they're much better tippers. The dressing room is small, but 
they have lockers there. There’s only one or two bouncers, 
so that kind of sucks. But as clubs go, it’s one of the nicer 
places to work for in Springfield. It’s actually the only “mid- 
dle of the road” club there. Then there’s Castaway’s and the 
Magic Lantern. 


PUNCO: I didn’t feel safe in the parking lot: I guess I 
thought the bouncer was actually a patron. But then I'm 
kind of a pussy about Springfield after hours. Inside, it was- 


n’t too bad, though | found many of the dancers as boring - 


as they seemed bored: they just sort of listlessly went about 
their routines, like some Yoga class gone seriously awry. 
But there were a couple nice ones, too. 


BONNIE: You 
make a lot of money 


when you look 
vacant. 

MAGIC 
LANTERN, 


Monson 


Hours: Noon to 1 
a.m., Mon. To 
Sat. 


Cover: $3 Wed to 
Sat, $5 from 8 
p-m. to midnight 
Fri & Sat., or 


depending on special 
attraction. 


Bud: $2.75 Coke: $2.50 


PUNCO: I think this place 
can be a lot of fun: it’s proba- 
bly one of my favorites, up 
there with Castaway’s. The 
first time I went there, a saw 
a dancer imitate a goldfish’s 
mouth with her vagina, and 
she proceeded to blow 
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smoke rings out of it. Needless to say, I came back. The 
girls seem relaxed, friendly and fun. They also serve food 
here: what more could you want? 


BONNIE: The Magic Lantern can really be fucking awe- 
some, but it can also be really shitty, because it’s in the mid- 
die of the boonies. How many people out there go out on a 
Monday night? 

PUNCO: Probably why they do a lot of promotions, like 
Amateur Night. 


BONNIE: If you can get a job there on Amateur Night, 
you can make a killing. There are no amateurs at an 
Amateur Night. I've been to one Amateur Night where there 
Was one actual amateur and | felt really bad for her. It’s all 
dancers who come there from other clubs to try to win the 
500 bucks and pretend that they've never done it before. 


PUNCO: You're bursting my bubble here. 
BONNIE: Who wants to see an amateur? They suck. 


MARDI GRAS, Springfield 


Hours: Mon-Sat, noon to 2 a.m. 
Cover: $3 after 7 p.m., $4 Thu. to Sat. 
Bud or Coke: “You gotta come down.” 


BONNIE: Excellent money, rough clientele. They'll grab 
you and expect the world of you. 


PUNCO: They may get a little rough because they pack 
‘em in pretty tightly there. I didn’t have much breathing 
room. Still, the show was good. 


BONNIE: It’s really good money. Really really good 
money. You make about fifty dollars in ones on stage. The 
guys that go to the Mardi Gras go with $50 in their pocket. 


TEDDY B's, Springfield 


Hours: Noon to 2 a.m., seven days a week. 
Cover: $2 
Bud: $4 (draft) Coke: $2.75 


Bonnie pairs Teddy B’s with the 418, though she says 
Teddy B's has a little more respect, “for some reason. I don’t 
know why.” 


BONNIE: Teddy B's is funny. When you dance, you got 
approximately three inches between you and the guy... 
you're on a bar about two feet wide, and you're dancing on 
that. You either fall back or you fall into the guy. 


This is the place where, if you're wearing a garter, you 
have to keep your hand on your garter at all times. Because 
as you're dancing, the guy will start pulling the dollar out of 
your garter and put it back down. You also have to worry 
about the dancers stealing your clothing. There's a dressing 
room, but you don't want to leave your stuff there. 


Teddy B’s has great live masturbation shows, which 
makes it really nasty for women who dance. 

They actually stick their fingers up their twat... there’s 
actually a woman who would stick her whole hand up her 
twat while | was working up there. 

PUNCO: Wovo-hoo! 
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BONNIE: Yeah, and she'd take her hand out and put it 
down on the stage where we'd have to sit... we'd be, like, 
Ugh! 


PUNCO: Her entire hand, huh? 
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STRIPPED DOWN 


IN THE DJ BOOTH 


by Dave Burruto 
You thinlc this is easy 
Realism 
I’ve got a girl out there 
I suppose 
I think she's dancin’... 
Tama DJ 
Iam what I play 
I've got believers 
(Kiss-Kiss) 
Believing me 


- David Bowie, “D.J.” 


ome jobs are more romantic than others. 
Spinning records as a DJ certainly holds more 
of an allure than collecting garbage, even 
though the latter may pay more. But spinning 
records at a strip club is certainly a more tan- 
talizing fantasy for heterosexual men than just about any- 
thing else. The power of control over the moods and ener- 
gy of an entire room coupled with the presence of beauti- 
ful, writhing females is unquestionably on par with the 
most erotically narcissistic of fantasies. 


In reality however, the job of a strip club DJ is very 
practical and demanding. In an interview with two such 
Djs employed at Anthony’s in South Hadley, this fantastic 
occupation is stripped down to the bare facts. 


“One of the most underestimated jobs in any strip club 
is the DJ. The DJ is the guy who sets up the schedules, he 
figures out what girls go together, how long the sets are 
going to be,” says DJ Gabe Fierro. “You're front end man- 
agement. Plus you have to read the crowd and make sure 
you play what they want to hear. Your biggest job is to 
keep the guys here.” 


According to Fierro, a veteran of strip club spinning, 
DJs often have numcrous responsibilities outside of playing 
music. Even in playing music however, there is more to it 
than meets the eye. Unlike on-air DJs who play what's 
popular or play music for an established audience, strip 
club Djs must constantly re-evaluate just who their audi- 
ence is. This requires constant monitoring of the floor and 
being able to identify particular sub-cultural iconography 
that may hint at numerous different musical preferences. 


“It | look out there and see a bunch of older guys | 
would probably lean away from Marylyn Manson or Nine 
Inch Nails,” says Fierro. “J don’t think their Lynyrd 


Skynyrd-loving ears would appreciate it.” 


Once the demographic make-up of the audience is es- 
tablished the DJs must still contend with what the dancers 
may want to hear. Many dancers have favorite genres of 
music and, according to both DJs, often perform better when 
motivated by the music they like. The club patrons howev- 
er, are also more inclined to tip when they hear music they 
like. As the DJs earn their money by commission from the 
dancers the conflict is, at times, a difficult one to resolve. 
The DJ's are mindful first of the audience but pay homage 
as well to the needs of the dancers. The DJ-dancer relation- 
ship is an important element in creating the atmosphere the 
club patrons come for. 


“You get to know the girls, you get to know what they 
want to hear,” says an Anthony's DJ who wished to be iden- 
tified only as “J.” "I also try to look out and see who's out 
there. If] see kids and they seem to want to hear something 
really heavy or modern I play that, or if | look out and they 
want to hear hip-hop I'll play that.” 


In addition to playing CDs however the DJs also have 
managerial responsibilities including creating the rotation 
of dancers that will take the stage. It is in this role that the 
DJs must also wear the hat of marketers in order to keep the 
attention of the audience. This is done in several ways, first 
of which is designing aesthetically interesting sets, usually 
20 minutes in length, with, at Anthony's, at least two dancers 
on stage at all times. 


As a rule of thumb the dancers on stage must be rela- 
tively dissimilar physically in order to keep their patrons in- 
terested. The Djs attempt to maintain an aesthetic variety 
from set to set. 


“You don’t want one set with all blondes, one set with 
all brunettes, or one set with girls with large breasts or an- 
other set with girls with no breasts. It’s not that large breasts 
are better than smaller breasts, you just have to try to keep 
everything up there at the same time,” says J. 


While the DJs attempt to design aesthetically pleasing 
sets, it is within the 20 minute periods that they also try to 
create mood and tempo through their music. This is 
achieved through alternating between the styles of music 
they play and even when they play it. 


Slow songs with sedate or overtly melancholy subject 
matter are generally frowned upon in favor of upbeat and 
up-tempo music the DJs believe will please their audience 
and, in the end, increase profits. “Saturday night, when it’s 
packed wall-to-wall, we've got three different time cycles of 
20 minutes each. In that 20 minutes I have to bring the lev- 
el of excitement way up and then bring it back down, and 
then for the next group of girls bring it back up again. It’s 
pretty much like an hourly roller coaster ride,” says Fierro. 
"The DJ controls the mood of all these people. If I started 
playing ‘Rock n’ Roll Hoochie Coo’ and yelling and shit, and 
making it sound like there’s a party going on, they're going 
to yell, spend money, and think there's a party going on. If! 
played Heart's ‘These Dreams’ they're going to get all de- 
pressed and want to go home and fuck their girlfriends.” 


Choosing the right mood music is probably the highest 
priority of a strip club Dj. It makes the dancers happy, the 
crowd happy, and puts more money in everyone's pockets. 
Ironically, the music that has yielded the best results tends 
not to be the popular music of the day but rather the big, 
decadent, and superfluous tunes of the previous decade. 


“I like 80's rock, it tends to work better. Everybody likes 
some rock and they just seem to like that kind of atmos- 
phere. AC/DC always works well. They just have that 
straight-forward, relentless sound. It’s high energy,” says J. 


“The 80's were pretty much the biggest era of strip clubs. 
Strip clubs made the most money then and all of the videos 
on MTV had strippers. It was like the golden age of strip- 
pers,” says Fierro. 


In the course of each 20-minute set the DJs must be 
hosts, demographers, and marketers all at once. They bear 
the responsibility of augmenting the entire experience. De- 
spite all ofthe responsibilities itis probable that some would 
argue the benefits of working in such an atmosphere would 
far outweigh any amount of actual work. But for the veter- 
an DJs, a job is still a job. 


“If 1 had a dollar for every time somebody told me that 
I had the coolest job in the world I’d be retired. But it’s re- 
ally just a job like any other. When I knew | was going to 
get the job at first, | have to admit, I was like ‘Wow, what a 
greatjob, what a cool gig,’” says]. “You get used to it though; 
it’s not a factor after awhile. I can’t just sit here with my 
eyes popping out of my head.” 


Unlike their counterparts in ordinary dance clubs, strip 
club DJs have many duties to attend to. They are responsi- 
ble, in part, for making the atmosphere live up to the fan- 
tasy the club patrons are drawn to. While the obvious perks 
make it a dream job for some there is truly more to it than 
meets the wandering eye. 


“In a strip club, especially a bigger one, there are many 
aspects to pay attention to. The girls, the guys, the atmos- 
phere,” says Fierro. “Your DJ is your public relations guy be- 
tween the customer and the establishment.” 
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mericans have al- \_ ina 
ways been obsessed NX fe 
with sex. Sometimes poe 


the obsession would manifest itself as ~ 
a need to repress acknowledgment of sex in word or deed. 
At other times sex became a matter of commerce and 
could be purchased almost anywhere including in the trav- 
eling bordellos that rolled across the western plains. 


In New England, with its Puritan roots, sex was of- 
ten dealt with from the standpoint of repression both so- 
cially and legally. In Massachusetts, for example, the 
limitations on who could have sex, with whom, where 
and in what styles were, until recently, quite extensive. 


Most of the Massachusetts laws dealing with sex fall 
under the category “Crimes Against Chastity, Morality Etc.” 
and can be found in the Annotated Laws under chapter 
272. 


Among the many restrictions in chapter 272 is the 
dictate against lewd and lascivious acts (section 35 for 
those who are interested). Although the acts which are 
prohibited are not specifically laid out in the statute the 
punishments for violating the law are very specific. 


“Whoever commits any unnatural and lascivious act 
with another person shall be punished by a fine of not 
less than one-hundred nor more than one thousand dol- 
lars or by imprisonment in the state prison for not more 
than five years or in jail... for not more than two and 
one half years.” 


In addition to the strictures mentioned above more 
recent legislation requires that anyone convicted of this 
crime may have to list themselves with the Sex Offend- 
er Registry and submit a blood sample to become part 
of the state’s criminal genetic registry. 


For those who haven’t heard of it before, the DNA 
registry housed in the State Police forensics lab has, as 
of 29 Dec. 1997, begun to amass a database which stores 
a genetic identification print for everyone found guilty 
of thirty or so specified crimes. Among the crimes on 
the list are dissemination or possession of obscene ma- 
terial and lewd and lascivious conduct. 


It should be noted that we aren't talking about child 
pornography here, which does and should have its own 
listing; the obscene material reterred to is a vaguely de- 
fined adult pornography that does not include Playboy, 
Penthouse, Playgirl or any of a number of other publi- 
cations now available at the corner store. 

The term “lewd and lascivious” ill detined in and of 
itself has in the past been interpreted as including vir- 
tually any sexual act outside that of heterosexual coitus. 
Acts such as fellatio or cunnilingus even when conducted 
by a married heterosexual couple were considered lewd 
and lascivious in the 19th century. 


Since 1974, however, the Massachusetts Supreme Ju- 
dicial Court has taken a much more liberal view of sex 
in general and a much more limited view of what is lewd 
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and lascivious. 


Today any consensual sexual act car- 
ried out by adults in private is legal under 
c272 s35; however, one should note that privacy is still 
a relative term and would not, for example, include a 
balcony of one’s home if it were visible from the street. 
On the other hand, your backyard or a wood lot are pri- 
vate so long as the public does not have regular access 
to the area. 


Of course intercourse with anyone under the age of 
16 and sexual touching of anyone under the age of 14 
are unlawful in any case. 


Strangely enough, in the 19th century, as late as 1878, 
the age of consent for marriage was 12 in females and 
14 in males, according to a contemporary publication by 
Charles Almy Jr. and Horace Fuller called The Law of 
Married Women. 


Once upon a time, and not so long ago, sex between 
unmarried persons could be prosecuted under statutes 
outlawing fornication, though the punishments were lim- 
ited to 3 months in jail or a fine of $30. 


In 1944 a Massachusetts court found that sex between 
aman and a woman could be considered fornication even 
though they had gone through a marriage ceremony if 
the ceremony was invalid. Even as late as 1970 the Dis- 
trict Court interpreted consensual sex between unmar- 
tied adults to be prohibited. 


Before you start panicking please note that more recent 
tulings have determined that laws against fornication and even 
adultery are unenforceable and therefore void. 


Among the more bizarre manifestations of early Massa- 
chusetts laws are those dealing with marriage. In the com- 
monwealth citizens are prohibited from marrying a whole long 
list of people including, obviously, anyone of close consan- 
guinity, but also including such non-related people as a step- 
parent, step-grandparent, son-in-law, mother-in-law, 
father-in-law, grandmother-in-law, grandfather-in-law or an 
unrelated grandchild. 


For reasons known only to the Gods and state legisla- 
tors, in 1983 our state political representatives made it legal 
for a man to marry his son's wife -- after a divorce or the 
son's decease, naturally. 


Itis still technically illegal for a woman to marry her daugh- 
ter's ex-husband, however. 


The original idea for the promulgation of laws re- 
stricting marriage with non-related relatives seems to have 
been based on the idea that the marriage ceremony ren- 
dered the spouse’s relatives as close as those connected 
by blood. In the commonwealth the prohibitions have 
been interpreted as continuing even after the dissolution 
of the marriage. 


Thus if your 90-year-old granny happens to marry some 
20-year-old stud you are technically forbidden to marry 
him under Massachusetts law. However, David Angier, 
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hat turns y She swoons at 


you on? / Dirty Dancing, he 
What/ craves the softcore 
turns JO f Euro/Oriental cou- 
off? And plings of The Lover. 


She’s eyeing the 
Daniel Day Lewis 
section; he’s fondling 
the women’s prison 
movies. He’s walk- 
ing to the check-out 
counter with 9 1/2 
Weeks, she’s already 
rented An Officer 
and a Gentleman. 


You get the idea. 


If our imaginary 
couple gets REALLY 
_ | adventurous and de- 
y cides to rent some- 

thing they've never 


can you rent it, 
tonight, at your local | 
video store? Jeez, | 
how should we | 
know? But we sure 
know what WE like 
and DON'T like, and 
here's our current 
list of video sex dos 
and don'ts... 


SEX is such a 
subjective thing — in 
fact, it's probably THE 
most subjective thing 
in the world. It's é- 
tough recommending 


ae) 


turn-on titles 
because it’s different tor Wl heard of from that al- 


— 


everybody, really Be —————————>__~—_—ctternative video store in 


between friends, lovers, partners, or long-married couples, town, they’re torn between checking out the explicit sex- 
it‘s damn near impossible to agree on ONE movie that was 
a total turn-on for both consenting adults, much less com- 
pile a top-ten list. Depending on age, attitudes, and sexual 


orientation, we'd all compile lists that are light years apart. 


And that, you see, is where the fun begins. 


ual obsession on view in Oshima’'s In The Realm of the 
Senses or the amorous snails getting slippery in Micro- 
cosmos. It’s a bit like ordering from a foreign restau- 
rant menu — I mean, what if they accidentally chose 
something as indigestable as Pasolini's Salo? Whoa — 
THAT would sure put a crimp in the evening. Why not 
just relax to Pretty Woman, or watch Tom Cruise and 
Rebecca De Mornay steaming up the train in Risky Busi- 
ness? Hey, that’s something they can usually both agree 
on. 


You, VMag reader, should be more adventurous than 
that. Half of the fun is finding a turn-on-or-off in a film 
you've never heard of before. There’s numerous celebrity 
Surprises: Out of the World's Maureen Flannigan going 
down on Party of Five’s Scott Wolf aroused by their esca- 
way with stupid lawyer William Hurt in Body Heat, though, lating crime spree in Teenage Bonnie and Klepto Clyde; 
and he’s raring to go. He wants to hit the pause button and Leonardo DiCaprio sodomizing David Thewlis in Total 
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For openers, let's forget about Boogie Nights and Deep 
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climb in the sack immediately after Sharon Stone crosses | Eclipse. There's no end to what you can find, if you really 
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Throat and Oriental Anal Whores IV, just for a moment. 
For the purposesof the next couple of paragraphs, let’s just 
narrow the field to one middle-class, middle-age hetero 
couple who rents at Blockbuster, shall we? Okay. For 
instance, she gets wet watching Susan Sarandon getting 
her toenails polished by Kevin Costner in Bull Durham (the 
only baseball movie she‘ll watch, and now you know why). 
He could care less. Give him Kathleen Turner having her 


her legs during the interrogation scene in Basic Instinct; Start digging. 
she could care less about that flash of pink, give her Brad | ras what it’s worth, this is my list, but I'm always eager to 
Pitt showing Geena Davis how it's done in Thelma & check out some new titles. I’d love to read top-ten turn- 
Louise — forget the pause button, let's rewind and watch it on and turn-off lists for gay and/or lesbian couples, but 
two more times. While she's turned-on by Harvey Keitel’s " | couldn't write one, middle-age hetero father of two that I 
finger probing the hole in Holly Hunter's stocking in The | am (there, now you know my orientation, if it isn’t self-evi- 
eee even the phogebt ot Se reise ae aim off — | dent from my selection). Having occasionally sampled the 
ey, can’t we watch Michael Douglas and Glenn Close going | plentiful 1990's crop of direct-to-video porn, | can't say I've 
abit lmithhe Kitchen. n-Bica aeere ea ever seen a single title I'd recommend there. Besides, if you 
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frequent the video store ‘adult room,’ you don’t need my 
help indulging your particular (or peculiar) turn-ons and 
turn-offs. Chances are the ludicrous titles I crack up over or 
the box art that has me flinching has you digging in your 
pocket for a quick rental. 


he turn-offs are equally subjective. Necrophiles might 

love Nekromantik, coprophiliacs revel in select pas- 

sages (no pun intended) of The Cook, The Thief, His 
Wife and Her Lover or Salo, but I'm fairly confident most 
readers will agree with the turn-offs I've arrived at. Truth to 
tell, the John Bobbit video should have made the ‘turn-off’ 
list, and bigtime. Brrrrr. God, that was almost as bad as 
watching the hideous albino “cowman” freak in the 
Frankenstein’s monster mask get a handjob from a haggard 
Sylvia Miles in Tobe Hooper's Funhouse, or that damned 
blood-drinking penis pop out of the vagina-like orifice that 
grew in Marilyn Chambers’ armpit in David Cronenberg’s 
Rabid. Really, it was almost that bad. But I digress. Paul 
Verhoeven’s Showgirls should have been the list, too, if only 
for the really scary lipstick (and lip liner!) Elizabeth Berkeley 
and Gina Gershon wore, but it loses so much on video. 
When those lips were forty feet across, they were truly mon- 
strous. Ang Lee's The Ice Storm will make the list once it’s 
on video for Christine Ricci’s inspired foreplay while wear- 
ing a full over-the-head rubber Richard Nixon mask. No 
wonder poor [i'l Elisha Wood is such a space case in the 
movie. 


But first, here's the good stuff, listed chronologically. 


TURN-ONS: 


1. Maybe it doesn’t belong on this list (it doesn’t arouse 
me in the least), but BURIED TREASURE (1924?) rates as 
the funniest sex cartoon ever made. Most Americans think 
Ralph Bakshi's Fritz the Cat (1971) was the first ‘X-rated’ 
cartoon, but Buried Treasure holds the lead, chronicling the 
misadventures of Ever-ready Hardon, an overendowed 
erect little man in search of something — anything! — to 
penetrate. Reportedly completed off-hours by animators 
{rom then-major competing studios, this energetic curio 
brought the playful bawdiness of the notorious “Tijuana 
Bibles” to cartoon life. 1 first saw it in Alex de Renzy‘s porn 
anthology «1 History of the Blue Movie (1970), but it's on 
video as part of The Best of the New York Erotic Film 
Festival (1973) and on 
Sextoons: An Erotic | 
Animation Festival (along 
with fifteen other porn-toons). 


2. Maureen O’Sullivan’s 
nude swim with Johnny 
Weismuller in TARZAN AND 
HIS MATE (1933) is still a rav- 
ishing, breathtaking sequence, 
a jewel sparkling amid one of 
the greatest adventure movies 
ever made. Hollywood's early 
sound era classics often titil- 
lated with sexual delights and 
innuendoes, until the censors 
at the Breen Office and the 
Catholic Legion of Decency 


seized control in 1934. The 
jungle motif wasn't just — 
Tarzan’s turf: consider 


Marlene Dietrich wriggling out 


of a gorilla costume to the beat of “Hot Voodoo” in Blonde 
Venus (1932), or Kong peeling the clothes off Fay Wray (and 
smelling his fingers!) minutes before Fay fleetingly bared a 
breast plunging off a cliff in the one and only true King 
Kong (1933). Tarzan and His Mate tops them all for its 
casual, naturalistic sensuality. 


3. Russ Meyer was one of the pioneers of the American 
adult film industry, and LORNA (1964) remains one of his 
best, busting with Erskine Caldwell-style rustic, redneck 
passions expressed with heady abandon. Lorna Maitland is 
the bored backwoods wife starved for the sex her dim hunk 
of a hubby can’t provide. All hell breaks loose when she 
finds what she's looking for from an escaped convict. From 
the first shot of a raving preacher predicting doom, Meyer's 
tazored camerawork and editing match Lorna's perculating 
drive, paving the way for his later masterpieces. Lorna was 
the first sex film | ever saw, evoking an era of magazines my 
father kept hidden in his dresser drawers and grimy stripper 
calenders in the back rooms of local gas stations, so don’t 
trust my critical judgement — see it for yourself. | still think 
it holds up, so to speak. 


4. Russ Meyer's VIXEN (1968) would make this list sim- 
ply for Erica Gavin’s unforgettable fireside dance with a 
freshly-caught trout. Gavin galvanizes the screen through- 
out this brisk, bawdy sex film classic, turning a fishing expe- 
dition in the wilderness of Northwest Canada into a fast and 
furious libido lifter. My other Meyer favorites remain Faster 
Pussycat, Kill, Kill! (1966) and Beyond the Valley of the 
Dolls (1970), though not for any ‘turn on’ factor — they're 
just two of the greatest films made in the 1960's! 


5. In stark contrast to Meyer’s buxom entertainments, 
Ken Russell's lavish adaptation of D.H. Lawrence’s WOMEN 
IN LOVE (1969) was the first truly adult film about sex (and, 
as the title promised, love) I’d ever seen, and one of the few 
films I’ve returned to Vee after year ever since. Feeling 
mauesd in their British home village, sisters Gudrun (Glenda 
Jackson) and Ursula Jlennie Linden) seek romance in an era 
of shifting values, rejecting the previous generations’ 
repressions but unsure of their footing as they struggle with 
(and against) the growing bonds with their respective 
lovers, brooding family-bound Gerard (Oliver Reed) and 
eloquent individualist Rupert (Alan Bates). There is as 
much talk about love as there is lovemaking, all rendered 
with an engaging heat and immediacy, rich with life. 
Russell’s later Crimes of Passion (1984; unrated version 
only, please) is also recom- 
mended, sparked by a decid- 
edly nastier (and funnier) 
1980s deviant twist on the 
sexual battlegrounds between 
men and women. Russell 
returned to D.H. Lawrence 
source material for The 
Rainbow (1989), but it doesn’t 
hold a candle to Women in 
Love. 


6. For my money, director 
Nicolas Roeg has explored 
human sexuality with more 
visionary candor, honesty, and 
clarity than any other film- 
maker working in the English 
r language. In Roeg’s films, sex 
_ is (as it is in life) a primal facet 
of his characters’ lives, and 
their expression, exploration, 


Russ Meyer's Vixen 


Lena OTin and Daniel Day-Lewis in 


The Unbearabie Lightness of Being 


and/or repression of their 
sexuality is central to their 
stories; sex (or its denial) 
has weight, meaning, and 
genuine consequences. 
The gender-bending bisex- 
ual romps in PERFOR- 
MANCE (1970, co-directed 
with Donald Cammell) 
were intoxicating, setting 
the stage for Roeg’s subse- 
quent solo works. The 
haunting, mysterious 
WALKABOUT (1971) tells 
the tale of a teenage girl 
Jenny Agutter) and her 
young brother saved from 
abandonment in the 
Australian Outback by a 
teenage aborigine (David 
Gulpilil) who is unable to 
communicate or consu- 
mate his attraction to this 
strange white girl. Far 
more explicit were the couplings of Donald Sutherland and 
Julie Christie in the ultimately terrifying DON'T LOOK 
NOW (1973), a passionate lovemaking scene that is the 
heart of the film; Rip Torn and his female students (one of 
whom playfully talks into his penis as if it were a micro- 
phone), Candy Clark and sexually-incompatible extraterres- 
trial David Bowie in THE MAN WHO FELL TO EARTH 
(1976), spiced with Bowie's aching memories of truly liquid | 
sex with his extraterrestrial wife; Theresa Russell and Art 
Garfunkle in BAD TIMING: A SENSUAL OBSESSION 
(1979), Roeg’s most rigorous and disturbing exploration of 
sexual relations gone wrong (alas, this film is unavailable 
on video); and Theresa Russell and Rutger Hauer’s sexual 
voodoo in EUREKA (1982). Bad Timing wasn't Roeg’s only 
deliberate bummer: witness (if you dare) the relentless 
stripping away of male sexual fantasies central to Castaway 
(1986), or the Senator's (Tony Curtis as a Sen. Joe McCarthy) 
grotty gropings with a hooker in Insignificance (1985), all 
of which belong on the ‘turn-offs’ list below. Though all of 
Roeg’s films are worth a look, his most recent feature | can 
heartily recommend in this context is FULL BODY MES- 
SAGE (1996). 


7. When hardcore features began to hit mainstream cin- 
emas in the early 1970s, there was a deluge of explicit fare 
that has failed to stand the test of time. Of all the ground- 
breakers, only THE DEVIL IN MISS JONES (1972) has 
stood the test of time. The framing story is an absolute 
downer, from the suicide that sets up the premise (lonely, 
barren woman played by Georgina Spelvin samples all the 
sexual experiences she denied herself during her lifetime) to 
the concluding No Exit damnation, but there’s no denying 
the lasting power of the vivid sex that spills off the screen 
for the rest of its running time. 


8. Paul Verhoeven’s American features have been char- 
acterized by his energetic embracing of graphic sex (Basic 
Instinct, Showgirls) and violence (RoboCop, Starship 
Troopers), but something has been lost in the bombast. 
Verhoeven’s earlier Dutch features are remarkably mature 
works, rich with eroticism. TURKISH DELIGHT (1973) 
remains one of the most frank and vivid portraits of young 
love, lust, and loss ever filmed. Rutger Hauer’s charismatic 


star turn with on-screen part- 
ner Monique van de Ven is 
| still electric, from their early 
celebratory amorous encoun- 
ters to the despairing final 
act, as van de Ven withers 
and Hauer tries to aggres- 
sively take what no longer 
exists. 


9. After building his repu- 
tation with a series of ele- 
gantly conceived and beauti- 
fully produced adult features, 
Radley Metzger reluctantly 
mounted his own hardcore 
productions to compete with 
blockbusters like Deep 
Throat and Behind the 
Green Door. Working under 
the nom de plume “Henry 
Paris,” Metzger abandoned 
the allegorical pretensions of 
his softcore films, bringing an 
unprecedented polish and wit 
to his explicit but lavishly designed, performed, and pho- 
{ tographed features. Best of all, Metzger clearly liked his 
characters, and wanted the audience to enjoy their plea- 


j sures, lending the hardcore sex scenes a genuine warmth 
; despite their commercial gloss (which is far more than can 
- be said for 999% of the sex films on video today, which 


! reduce all participants to the level of sweaty meat). 


j heat. 


THE 
OPENING OF MISTY BEETHOVEN (1976) and BAR- 
BARA BROADCAST (1977) were arguably the best of the 
| stylish lot, and they're still bracing sexual entertainments, 
all the more refreshing for their upscale humor and playful 
The earlier “Henry Paris” films were The Private 


- Afternoons of Pamela Mann (1975) and Naked Came the 
Stranger (1974), and they’re very good, too. 


10. Look, | really don’t enjoy “erotic thrillers,” in which 


; a cast of cosmetically attractive but unlikeable characters 
: have softcore sex only to completely fuck each other over in 
! the end. Kathleen Turner's turn in Body Heat (1981) still 


: ING ON IMPULSE (1993). 
* turns, the sting in the tail of this “erotic thriller” doesn’t poi- 


sizzles, and there have been a couple of gems since, but the 
most fun turn-on I've come across in the genre was Linda 
Fiorentino’s seduction of straight-laced businessman C. 
Thomas Howell in a cable film you’ve never heard of, ACT- 
Despite the requisite twists and 


son the pleasures of its sex. Fiorentino’s absolute control of 


! the situation never wavers, from her feline rubbing up 


against puppydog Howell to the ferocity with which she 
tears open a prophylactic package with her teeth, prepping 
for center stage later the same year in John Dahl's ven- 
omous The Last Seduction. Seduction is by far the better 


j movie (and hence also recommended), but my affection for 


' the underdog Acting on Impulse is undimmed. 


TURN-OFFS 


(listed alphabetically): 


1. Harvey Keitel was the 1990's Jekyll & Hyde when the 


- sensitive New Zealander who stole Holly Hunter's heart in 
' The Piano (1993) gave way to the urban monster on the 
| “right” side of the law in Abel Ferrara’s masterpiece BAD 
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LIEUTENANT (1992). There's no shaking Keitel’s harrow- 
ing portrait of a character struggling to keep his equilibrium 
while wallowing in a cesspool of police corruption, gam- 
bling, hedonism, drug and sex abuse, and despair until the 
rape of a nun inadvertantly leads him towards unexpected 
personal redemption. Before that perverse turn of the 
worm, Keitel’s descent perhaps reached its nadir as he 
pulled over a pair of teenage girls on a vague traffic viola- 
tion, letting them go only after they indulge a debasing mas- 
turbatory interlude. Ferrara and Keitel never flinch, rubbing 
the audiences’ collective noses in their (our) own voyeuris- 
tic Hyde impulses. 


2. A mad doctor/dentist having his way with a female 
victim in BLOODSUCKING FREAKS (1978) was the sick- 
ening centerpiece of what remains, without a doubt, the 
most vile, hateful misogynist film ever made. This was crig 
inally released as The Incredible Torture Show, which pret- 
ty much sums it up. I couldn’t wash off its taint for days, and 
still regret seeing it. I'd say more, but | don’t want to attract 
any further undue attention to this offal. I’ve already said 
too much. Look, I’m sorry I brought it to your attention at 
all. The fact that I hate it so will undoubtably provoke ONE 
of you to go rent the damned thing. Listen, DON'T. You 
DON'T need to see it. Trust me on this one. Avoid it at all 
costs. Really. This one’s toxic. 


3. Corey Feldman having onscreen sex in BLOWN 
AWAY (1992) was a stomach-turner, too. No, this isn’t the 
bomb movie with Jeff Bridges — this ersatz erotic thriller 
primer wed Teen Beat with Basic Instinct, starring the two 
Coreys, Haim and Feldman, graphically coming of age with 
Baywatch'’s Nicole Eggert as the scheming object of their 
obsessions. Haim’s an obnoxious brat but he’s not physical- 
ly repugnant, so it’s conceivable somebody somewhere 
might enjoy his softcore couplings with attractive young 
Eggert (in unrated or R-rated versions, thank you). 
However, NO one should EVER have to suffer the obscene 
spectacle of the toad-like Feldman banging her. It’s the first 
and only erotic thriller climax that actually terrified me, but 
for all the wrong reasons. Who was the target audience for 
this?) Why, oh WHY did 1 watch it? Will I ever get it up 
again? 


4. CAFE FLESH (1982) remains 
the anti-porn cult porn movie of all | 
time, set in a post-Apocalyptic future 
in which survivors are either sex-posi- | 
live (they can still have sex) or sex- 
negative (they can’t; in fact, the mere | 
touch of another person makes them — 
retch). Unfortunately, 99% are nega- 
tive, and they habituate cabaret Cafe 
Flesh, where the other 19% perform on- | 
stage for the negatives’ — uh, non- 
pleasure. Stylish, explicit, mechanical, 
and thouroughly depressing, with a | 
nagging, insulting emcee and trequent — 
close-ups of the leering voyeur nega- 
tives, just to remind you what the film- | 
makers think of you while you're 
watching this. 


5. Bob Guccione pumped millions | 
into making CALIGULA (!980) THE \ 
porn movie of all time, and what a | 
bloated, hideous, grand, gory, lunatic © 
entertainment it was, too. Among the 


stellar names attached to this obscene epic were Gore 
Vidal, Peter O'Toole (as the screen‘s most syphilitic Ceasar), 
Sir John Gielgud (who at least had the wisdom to choose a 
character who kills himself in the first reel), and, in the 
career-killing apex of his career arc, Malcolm McDowell. 
Genuine Roman delirium, part Cecil B. DeMille Biblical 
scandal, part Fellini Satyricon, and all-exploitation. There's 
abundant explicit onscreen sex, but its impossible to enjoy 
it as such amid the sordid welter of gore, rape, incest, and 
inadvertant hilarity (in a moment worthy of the Marx 
Brothers, young Caligula orders his current sexual partner, 
his horse, be taken “to the stables — I’m exhausted” {11}). I 
love every heartless minute of it. See the X-rated version 
only, of course, and beware the endless procession of unre- 
lated Caligula spin-off titles. Guccione, thank God, never 
made another feature. 


6. It’s hard to cite just one atrocity that stands out in the 
Ilsa canon, but the literally explosive climax of ILSA, 
HAREM KEEPER OF THE OIL SHEIKS (1976) was pretty 
high concept. The first of the series, Ilsa, She-Wolf of the SS 
(1974), opened with an unsatisfied Ilsa (Dyanne Thorne, 
purring with evil) castrating a male prisoner who failed to 
sexually satiate her, immediately placing all the exploitation 
cards on the table. The first sequel, Harem Keeper, takes 
the cake in the turn-off department, though, with the 
exploding contraceptive diaphragm (!) inserted into one of 
the titular harem girls to dispose of the titular sheik (report- 
edly played, by the way, by none other than Spaulding 
Gray). The entire mid-1970s Nazi-porn epidemic (most of 
them made in Italy) was reprehensible, but Iisa still stands 
tall amid the refuse. 


7. American cinema is brimming with horvific rape 
sequences, but the almost interminable rape in I SPIT ON 
YOUR GRAVE (1977) remains the most horrific of all. 
Worse yet, just when you (and its victim) think it’s finally 
over, it begins again. This film attracted scathing critical 
scom from none other than Siskel and Ebert, which (as it 
always does) earned this impoverished quickie instant 
notoriety. It's a primal revenge tale — a woman (Camille 
Keaton) seeking solitude in the countryside survives a mul- 
tiple rape, eventually stalking and murdering her violators 
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— realized with stark low-budget cinema verite immediacy. 
Stripped of the professional gloss Hollywood ladels over 
similar rape/revenge fantasies (i.e., Lipstick, Sudden 
Impact, etc.), sans even a musical score, this maladroit pot- 
boiler is humorless, grim, and devastating, and may be the 
most scathing depiction of rape ever committed to film. It 
was shot in Connecticut and originally released as Day of 
the Woman. 


8. It's a good thing the Oklahoma City prudes who bust- 
ed The Tin Drum never heard of LEOLO (1993). This little 
gem is as engaging as The Tin Drum, and hits even closer 
to home with its portrait of a boy's confused sexual explo- 
rations as he struggles to keep his sanity amid his com- 
pletely insane family. Little Leolo takes a break from his 
compulsive writing (which provides the core and frame for 
the film) to spy on the lovely girl next door, who bathes and 
tends Leolo’s lecherous grandfather. Aroused and con- 
fused, Leolo finds the fresh liver in mother’s fridge an ideal 
masturbation aid — and doesn’t say a word when mom 
cooks it up afterward and serves it to the family. You know, 
I never ate liver anyway. 

9. Money for sex isn’t a pretty picture, and the docu- 
mentary MUSTANG: HOUSE OF PLEASURE (1977) dero- 
manticized prostitution once and for all. There’s no explic- 
it sex footage here, nothing sensationalistic or scatalogical, 
just a straightforward portrait of life and labor at the 
Mustang, Nevada’s “biggest and best legal brothel.” 
Filmmaker Robert Guralnick introduces us to the owner Joe, 
the girls, and the johns, and Carmine Coppola’s music holds 
it all together. The look on a working girl's face as a home- 
ly redneck tries to talk her down to ten bucks says it all. If 
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you thought Pretty Woman was sexy stuff, you deserve to 
see this. 


10. The recent Canadian feature Kissed (1996) made 
necrophilia look like just another misunderstood alterna- 
tive lifestyle with its lush cinematography, intoxicating 
musical score, and cosmetically idealized couplings 
between its attractive young heroine and a procession of 
handsome beau blues. Well, forget that crap — there’s 
nothing pretty about it. Shot in 8mm with almost no bud- 
get, the German short feature NEKROMANTIK (1987) 
brought necrophilia to the screen more vividly than ever 
before, nauseating an international audience of horror and 
underground film connieseurs while elevating its young 
director Jorg Buttgereit to instant infamy. Despite the 
paucity of means, Buttgereit’s accomplished filmmaking 
abilities and undeniable wit lend Nekromantik surprising 
integrity, but it was calculated to offend, and that it does 
terribly well. A real stomach-turner, topped by the more 
polished NEKROMANTIK 2 (1991), which | never have 
made it through. When the female lead ran to the bath- 
room during the first five minutes to heave after peeling the 
clothes off her putrescent boyfriend, I asked myself, “If SHE 
isn’t enjoying this, why the hell am | watching this?” 


By the way, why are YOU reading this? 
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Pop Mama). Okay, 

the series takes a 

Narrow view by really 

just including artists from its own stable 
(Wynonie Harris, Little Esther, Hank Ballard, 


by Phil Straub 


Sex and music? Sounds crazy, 
doesn't it? But, alas, it’s true... 


the two are irrevocably intertwined. Ever 
since music first calmed the savage beast did 


it unveil it's evocative power. Music has the 
ability to tweak our emotions, and our col- 


lective sexual drive can certainly be emo- 
tional. You don't need some throaty | 
ingenue to carry the point home, either 
(although it shouldn’t be discouraged, 
either). Why, double entendres and sexual 
innuendo have long been a staple in 
music’s history. It’s all over the charts, and 
always has been. We even use sexual 
terms when we classify music, like Jazz or 
Rock ‘n’ Roll. It’s a major topic of con- 
versation in Blues and R ‘n’ B. Even 
Country and Folk are not without 


their risqué side. So what does all @ 
this mean to you, the consumer? If 
you want sexy music, just where 


getting to first base) 


do you go, and will they put it in 
a brown paper bag for you? 


(or: 


For starters, you could 

do worse than picking up something from the 
Risqué Blues series from King Records. Sure, 
there's only about eight songs on each disc, 
but the series is moderately priced for impulse 
buying, and the content will turn your face red 
with embarrassment. Each volume gives you 
some classics (Big 10-Inch Record, My Ding-A- 
Ling, Sixty Minute Man) along with over- 
looked gems (Mountain Oysters, Rocket 

69, Lolly 
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Billy Ward & the 
Dominoes), 
but nobody's 
perfect. 


i 


Besides, you do walk away with some fine 
selections, like “Drill, Daddy, Drill” by Dorothy 
Ellis (probably not covered by Dental Blue). 


Hungry for more? Then roll up your 
sleeves and start searching for If it Ain't A Hit, Hil 
Eat My ... Girlfriend, an astonishingly excellent 
collection from ZuZazz Records. They’ve gone 
to great lengths to throw down some pretty 

tare selections. Just try and find “Don't 
Fuck Around With Love" by the Blenders. 
Hell, it’s hard enough just trying to find 
the clean version. The Rated X version of 
“You Better Think Twice” by Lavern Baker 

and Jackie Wilson has to be heard to be 
believed. Sure, with her strong delivery 
and powerful persona, you'd half expect 
Lavern Baker to be able to make the 
roughest of sailors blush. But Jackie 
Wilson? Mister Clean? Mister Easy 
Riding Papa? Just hearing him trade 

| quips with Lavern is worth the price 

of this record alone. 


For sheer nakedness, you 
should check out the Russ Meyer 
Soundtrack Series. Each volume 
covers three movies, with music, 
dialogue and photos from each. 


Believe me, the excellent pack- 
age certainly makes up for the 
high ticket price. And if you 
pickituponLP the pictures are \ ee 
even more lifelike! Of course, \ 1% 

the real reason to check out this “Nu 
series is toso youcan actually acquire 

a recording of the Bosstweeds'excellenttheme 
to Faster Pussycat, Kill! Kill! Now, if they could 
only make available the soundtrack to Beyond 
the Valley of the Dolls... 


Vampyros Lesbos is a collection of 
songs culled from early seventies erotic 
horrormovies from Italy. The songs them- 
selves aren't so sexy, but they are a funky 
collection of 70's instrumental music that 
could never have been created in the US. 
Of course, the Jesus Franco movies whose 
soundtracks make up this collection proba- 
bly would not have been created in the US, 
either. With titles like Vampyros Lesbos and 
Mrs. Hyde, She Kills In Ecstasy, you know 
you're asking for the finest in foreign 
psychotronica. 


The collection revolves not so 
much around the films, but rather their sexy 
star, Soledad Miranda. A B-Movie superstar in 
her own right, she seemed to be rising in pop- 
ularity when, shortly after she was offered a big 
contract from a German production company 
in 1971, she died in a car crash in Lisbon. Alas, 
stardom was just out of her grasp. She, how- 
ever, lives on through the magic of film and, of 
course, the excellent photo spread that is in- 
cluded in the collection. 


WHERE Typ BEEF MEETS THE SEA 
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Big Bad Bollocks (Big Bad Bollocks) 


i? 
De 


Gon | avoid 
using words like ° 


“rollicking; but I just can’t think of a better way 
to describe Where The Beef Meets The Sea by 
the Big Bad Bollocks. In the great tradition of 
the UK/Irish pub bands, Northhampton’s own 
Bollocks really rip it up on this, their 2nd CD 
release (the first was in 1991 on the now 
defunct Jammer Disc label, also from ‘Hamp). 
This is powerful rock played with celtic pas- 
sion. Fronted by Johnny Allen (originally from 
the hills of Darbyshire) this is a non-stop col- 
lection of tunes that fans of such bands as 
Boiled !n Lead and Oyster Band are sure to 
enjoy. And the Bollocks have a better (and 
more bizarre) sense of humor. 


We start out here with “Neville” fueled but 
Bob “the Bastard”’s solid drumming and con- 
taining an over the top guitar break and even 
an acapella bit. Next up Is the paen to disco 
life “Fueled By Piss"which certainly makes one 
want to hoist a few (beers, that is). 


*Swine Flesh” features some stunning tin 
whistle playing from Mr. Allen who also plays a 
mean sqeezebox. And “Beltain Rap“ is delight- 
fully twisted, with apologies to John Lennon. 


One thing | will not try to describe is the 


the album's memorable artwork, also by Allen. _ 


You'll have to see it yourself. All in all, a suc- 
cessful disc. They should get some new expo- 
sure having opened for the Mighty Mighty 
Bosstones New Year’s Eve at the Worcester 
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Centrum, and you can catch them here inthe _ 


Valley at City Café in Northampton and Fat 
Cat's in Springfield, both dates in late february. 


- Meathook Williams 
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Lonesome Brothers 
(Tar Hut Records) 


nthe seemingly endless 

Fe of area bands 

gracing the stages of Western Massachusetts, 

the perennial Lonesome Brothers continue to 

stand out from the rest. The indefatigable 

rockabilly trio have released a new CD, enti- 
tled simply Lonesome 8rothers. 


The 13-song disc exemplifies the trio's 
masterful blend of styles andinfluences. From _ 
song to song the tunes vary widely from 
Western swing tunes to rock and country @ 
compositions. The second song on the disc, @ 
entitled “| Need a Second Chance,” is a Bob 
Wills-inspired tune complete with steel guitar 
and a snappy snare drum providing the back- 
beat. The song is a humorous description of a © 
wasted opportunity to gain the affection of a @ 
possible love Interest. The second chorus is as 
follows:“The open door is closing/But | haven't 
learned my lesson/So | need a second chance e 
to make a first impression.” The lyrical irony of © 
guitarist Jim Armenti borders on brilliance © 
and reflects his obvious familiarity with the 
subtlety and wit of classic Western swing 
music. Other disc highlights include the 
equally amusing “Three Sisters” and 
“Catherine.” 


o2eo@ 9d 


The musicianship of the Lonesome 
Brothers is seemingly on a constant march for- 
ward and their new recording only evidences 
that fact. In their 11 years the trio has become 
an important area institution and serve as the 
trough from which many music fans will con- 
tinue to gain sustenance. 


- Dave Burruto 
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THAEMLITZ 


Couture Cosmetique 
(Caipirinha) 


s the Monty Python 

B bit goes: And now for 

something completely different. No matter 

what you were or have been listening to, 

Couture Cosmetique, | guarantee, will be 

absolutely nothing like it. The album takes the 

word, the definition and the musical genre of 
‘ambient’ to it’s utter limit. 


Terre Thaemlitz has been around for quite 
some time churning out odd noises here and 
there. Perhaps most prominently, were his 
contributions to the soundtrack of the ‘95 
indie film, Synthetic Pleasures. But he's also 
done collaborations with fellow experimental 
noodler Bill Laswell, as well as spinning some 
remixes for Future Sounds of London. His 
disc’s liner notes usually contain self-con- 
sciously periphrastic essays on what the 
extremely minimal sounds contained within 
signify. One gets the feeling that Thaemiitz is 
out not only to redefine the sound of ambient 
music but also to redefine how one is sup- 
posed to listen to it. 


With Couture (as with his earlier G.R.A.R.L, 
album), he’s attempting to draw parallels 
between ambience and gender politics. The 
album (verbosely subtitled “Transgendered 
electroacustique symptomatic of the need for 
a cultural makeover”), is meant not only to be 
heard as a collection of weird blippy noises 
(ala Aphex Twin or Brian Eno), but also as a 
sociopolitical statement on the relationship 
between a hetro-male dominated society and 
the music biz (In Thaemlitz's case, specific to 
the ambient community). In the same way 
Team Drench are doing it for punk, Sugar’s 
Bob Mould for the alterna-mainstream, Phranc 
for folkster circuit, or Kitchens of Distinction 
for the dream pop scene, Thaemlitz’s is making 
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a subversive protest album simply by the 
nature of his ‘outness’ and his desire to express 
it. Whether the CD alone is successful to this 
mean doesn't seem to be the case; you must 
wade through Couture’s written explanation 
to derive such a conclusion. 


That's not to say the album is unsuccess- 
ful, far from it... it’s a spectacular reevaluation 
of the worth and importance of ambient 
music and it’s often inhuman stigmatization. 


Thaemlitz must be aware of the paired neces- ~ 


sity of the written word and the limits of his 
chosen form of aural expression; therefore 
seen as a whole, the release is an unquantifi- 


able success. The calm washes of synthesized _ 


and natural atmospherics, broken by alarming 
outbursts of computer static and digitized 
human voices make for eerie listening on their 
own; but when placed in the context of the 
gender hostile social climate in which we live, 
Couture becomes disturbing political docu- 
mentation. 


Dissecting an ambient work track-by- 
track can be a fruitless pursuit, but Couture 
facilitates this by the very nature of the 
album’s attempt to redefine the genre as 
political too!. The crackling “Silent Passability 
(Ride to the Countryside)” introduces an elon- 
gated time signature featuring a lilting accor- 


dion and a barely audible slice of explicit | 


homoerotic eavesdropping interrupted by a 
transmission of violently clattering machine 
noise repeated in variation several times. The 
piece’s effect is truly chilling, with it’s implica- 
tions of big brotherly wire trapping. Thaemlitz 
has purposefully mixed the album at levels 
much lower than a typical recording (even by 
ambient standards), forcing the listener to set 
the volume incredibly high. This forced vol- 
ume adjustment makes selected segments 
seem even more intrusive and foreboding, 
such as on the creepy “Facilitator,” with it’s 
reading of crimes against the government by 
a coldly machine-automated female voice. 
Other tracks, like the epilogue, “Trans Am 
(Transgendered America),” brood with uncer- 


tainly, as a maze of whispering human voices @ 


trample over each other in a discussion of 
gender lifestyle theoretics; while layered 
above are somber synthesized wails, mournful 
computer howls, and random digital clicking, 
again, to discomforting result. 


For an album that is sonically so quiet, it’s ‘ 
underlying emotion has a jarringly foud , 


uncasiness. It’s a tenuously difficult achieve- 
ment that the disc manages to avert being 
bogged down in the mire of it’s own comput- 
er generated world, pulling from data banks 
and hard discs (the entire CD was created on 
Power Macs) a bittersweet hopefulness in rela- 
tion to the sociological questions Thaemlitz 
poses. Couture Cosmetique comes at an 


tmportant time for ambient music, a genre @ 


© that while always being rather loosely defined, 
@ has recently seen many of it’s marquee names 
(Oval, FSOL, or the Orb) struggle with what to 
~ donext... while others, like Moby and Seefeel, 
™ have completely (re)reinvented themselves; 
» distancing from the amorphous realm alto- 
. gether. Thaemlitz has stayed wholly within 
_ the bounds of paradigmatic ambience, in 
- doing so reopening the possibilities of the 
genre with resounding success. 


- Stuart Bloomfield 
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Ostrich Farm (Ostrich Farm) 


he Ostrich Farm burst 
on to the Valley scene 

just a couple of years ago, bringing their 
bad quirky, power-packed funk n’ roll to area audi- 
®B ences. Their music has always been a blend of 
styles with a funk base, but in the past year 
they've slowly edged dangerously close to 
~ hip-hop. 


With the release of their new CD however, 


stopped flirting with disaster and has gone for 
the full Monty. The nine-song CDis an off-beat 
collection of cross-pollinated compositions 
resembling Paul's Boutique-era Beastie Boys 


Noise. The instrumentation is quintessential 
Ostrich Farm but the sampling and strange 
. background noises have added a new dimen- 
sion to the music. 


Lyrically, one can only surmise that the 
somehow got stuck in their car stereo. One 


line in particular from the fifth song on the CD 
illustrates well the farm boys’ metamorphosis: 


28 


Seed 0cdo0oqg0 


entitled simply, Ostrich Farm, the trio has ; 


and the rambling compositions of the Art of , 


Ostrich boys found an old Devo tape that « 


@ “So now check out the session/Make your con- 
@ nection/The alien redneck b-boy connection.” 


Q Avid Ostrich fans have nothing to fear 
however, as the Farm's music is still the strange 
_, funk fusion that it has always been. But it is 
™ entirely possible that tending to the Ostriches 
© has finally taken its toll — hip-hop has finally 
@ bought the farm. 


- Dave Burruto 
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has never been nor is 
there ever likely to be a band more unique 
than The Residents. They strut around during 
their live shows dressed as top-hatted eye- 
balls, and since the release of two superbly 
bizarre CD-ROMS, Freak Show and Bad Day On 
The Midway, it’s probably no longer appropri- 
ate to refer to them only as a band. They've 
been putting out a withering assortment of 
recordings for a quarter of a century now, and 
this is the long awaited compilation. Listening 
to any track from this 2 disc set, it’s hard to 
believe that their first single, the truly different 
“Santa Dog” came out in 1972. Inexplicably, it 
is not included here! But there’s plenty more 
to satisfy the hardcore fans and rope in a few 
new ones in the bargain. And speaking of bar- 
gains, this is a specially low priced collection. 
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As might be expected, the whole thing is 
set up in REVERSE chronological order with 
“Jambalaya.” Coming originally from 
Louisiana, Hank Williams tunes occasionally 


crop up on Residents’ albums. Moving right 
along, we visit the “Gingerbread Man,’ 
“Freakshow,” and “Have A Bad Day” eras 
dished out in “concentrated” versions of the 
particular albums each about 10 minutes 
long. This formula serves well, especially for 
newcomers. The side winds up with a dark 
remix of “Hit The Road Jack.” 


Disc two commences with an assortment 
of minute-long gems from “The Commercial 
Album’ that'll have you wondering just what 
“commercial” really means. When it came out, 
one critic called “Eskimo” “one of the most 
important -- if not THE most important album 
ever made.” That's pushin’ it a bit hard, buddy 
but it is unlike anything you've ever heard... 
even if you ARE an eskimo! But it’s wonderful- 
ly spooky and benefits from its abreviated 
“concentrate” form here. 


My favorite of all their material is the 
“Duckstab/Buster And Glen” EP represented 
here with four numbers including the perfect 
“Lizard Lady.” “Satifaction’ follows with it’s rare 
B side “Loser = Weed.” We conclude with 
choice material distilled from their early works 
“Fingerprince” and “Third Reich and Roll” with 
lot’s of inspired cover versions of your favorite 
rock n’ roll hits. 


This package is not for the squeemish, but 
fans and “open minded” listeners will be in 
heaven. 


- Meathook Williams 


The Methods Of... (Sike Records) 


f | bie creative impulse 
can be a cathartic 


release, especially for excessive and undirect- 


ed aggression. If this is true the boys of 
Hallraker may have just attained nirvana with 
the release of their new CD, The Methods Of... 
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8 The quartet have played in the area fora 
© couple of years and are signed to local label 

Sike Records, a label well known for producing 
_, the very best in all things loud. Hallraker cer- 
~ tainly fits into that category. Their music is 
© strictly no-frills hardcore harkening back to 


@ the heyday of skateboards and post-punk , 


roy boredom. 


The CD is a 12-song barrage of discordant 
guitar riffs, driving power chords, and a beat to 
slam to. In keeping with the tradition of hard- 
core music the songs are filled with the 
O imagery of tedium, self-loathing, and twisted 


te) 


@ desire. All of their lyrical imagery is lovingly . 


» yawped-out by singer J. Belisle in a hoarse, 
rapid-fire assault. Songs such as “Recession® 

© and “System” are the archetype minimalist 

© bullets necessary for any hardcore arsenal. 

© Intense and definitely not for the faint of 
heart. 


Hallraker is in every sense a throwback to 
a plastic age of hedonism. Their music is 
point-blank and never paints a pretty picture. 


- Dave Burruto 
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STANDING IN 
MAY SHOES 


Leo Kottke (Private Music) 


ince the release of 

his Six and Twelve 
String Guitar in 1969, Leo Kottke remains one 
of the true innovators of the guitar. His tun- 
ings and especially his slide work continue to 
influence a lion’s share of the guitar playing 
community. And Standing In My Shoes doesn't 
disappoint. The playing throughout is fine but 
never flashy or forced. His consummate 
artistry and taste make it seem almost easy. 
Sure, try it. 


Starting off is the title cut . Kottke once 
described his voice as sounding like “geese 


© 


C 
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farts on a muggy day.” Not so here and, ably 
backed up by singer Kim Parent, it sounds 
rather nice. The second cut, penned by 
Fleetwood Mac’s Lindsey Buckingham and 
Chritine McVie, is a rocker propelled by due!- 
ing sitars. | generally don’t care much for drum 
machines, but in this case they sound like 
tablas and give the song a sound much like 
Indian film music. And for the remainder of 
the album, you'll hardly notice them. 


There's a wonderful slower version of 
“Vaseline Machine Gun’ originally from the 
first album and a so-so rendition of “Corrina 
Corrina” that is perhaps the low point of this 
album. Chet Atkins guests on “Twice” and 
Stevie Ray Vaughn alumnus Reese Wynans 
plays some beautiful, understated organ on 
Cripple Creek ( NOT the Band tune) and a cou- 
ple of others. The reggae tinged ~ Don't Call 
Me Ray” is the result of a collaboration with 
Steve Wariner from his 1996 album No More 
Mister Nice Guy. The set winds up with'Itchy,” 
another quirky exercise for the nimble-fin- 
gered guitarist. Another Keeper. 
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Interestingly enough, Kottke’s discs are 
usually found in the “new age” section. He 


© claims he's sold better since being categorized 
© that way. But his albums have far more sub- 
i stance than most musicians that genre have. 
ro) - Meathook Williams 
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9 New Day (Ruff Stuff) 

cS) 

@ T. a reggae fan from 
@ the old school. That is to 


say, modern reggae with it’s keyboard bass, 
drum machines and puerile yodeling leaves 
me a bit cold. So hearing the genuine article 


@ 


o 


2 


| 
| 


—" makes me feel quite irie indeed. New York's @ de force of covers that’s sure to please. 
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Rising Lion is like a refreshing flashback to the 
golden age of reggae. Real music for real peo- 
ple. 


Fronted by former DJ Dan Lott, Rising 
Lion boasts first rate harmonies and toasting 


over muscular riddims punctuated with tough ° 


guitar licks. The disc begins with the very pos- 
itive “Rise Up,” which manages to sound fresh 
and nostalgic all at once. “Dat Woman is Gone” 
reminds me of middle-period Marley, while 
“Rastaman” reminds me a bit of Steel Pulse. 


Vv 


Can you picture a bluegrass version of the 


on Banjo? Believe it folks, and it really rocks! 
There's a lounge lizard take on the old Kinks’ 
tune “Tired of Waiting” with hip/schlocky 
horns and a twangy cover of Sonny and Cher's 
“Baby Don't Go” with Sheryl Crow. Yoakum’s 


© with well crafted tunes played with passion 
© and recorded with a master’s touch. For the 


® Clash’s “Train in Vain” featuring Ralph Stanley © most part, this disc is straight ahead rock com- 


So 
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band is one of the tightest units recording , 


today and seem comfortable playing in any | 
genre. Pete Anderson's guitar solo in“Witchita ~ 


» Lineman” makes this my favorite version of a 


The title cut is a solid tune with an anthemic 


hook with sweet backup vocals and a perco- 
lating organ. Most of the tracks feature a com- 
pliment of nyabingi percussion giving a 
“churchical" flavor not often heard in modern 
“dancehall” reggae. Excellent dub versions of 
“Who Feel” and “Lion Band" finish up. 


With great playing, first rate production 
values, and all original material, Rising Lion 


proves that real roots reggae still lives and ‘ 


breathes, New Day should delight all reggae 
fans. They've played locally a few times 
recently; if you haven't already, check ‘em out 
next time through. 


- Meathook Williams 
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YOAKUM 


Under the Covers (Reprise) 


i] 
e’s diverse alright. 
mameDwight Yoakum » 


sings, plays and acts. He's been one of the .. | 


constants in the world of modern country 
with a rock solid catalogue that is usually 
fairly traditional but often contains supris- 
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song | did’nt really care for when Glen 
Campbell recorded it in the sixties. As always, 
Scott Joss fiddles to a fare thee well through- 


’ out the album. 


The one cut that doesn’t come across well 
here is “Here Comes the Night” (the old Them 
hit) with a rather annoying slip beat. But it’s 
quickly followed with a hillbilly version of the 


~ Stone's "The Last Time” and the Beatles “Things 


We Said Today” done here somewhat like the 


» theme from an old spy movie and featuring 


another great guitar solo. Other highlights “ 
include Roy Orbison’s “Claudette,” Danny © 


O'Keefe's “Goodtime Charlie’s Got The Blues,” 


“and a take on “North to Alaska” that gives 


q 


Johnny Horton a run for his money. And to 
throw in a little mystery, the disc ends with a 


cover of Jimmie Rodgers’ “T For Texas” that , 
appears neither in the booklet nor on the .. 


jewel box. 


Allin all, a very enjoyable release that suf- 
fers only from the aforementioned “Here 


, Comes the Night” and it’s short legnth, an 
., unfortunate practice widely used in the indus- 
~ try today. 


es. Recently, in a true subversion of justice, « 


he was denied an Oscar for his superb per- 
formance in last year’s Slingblade. Such are 
the politics of Hollywood. But not one to 
dwell on failures, Yoakum has been back in 
the studio doing what he does best. This 
time, the result is "Under the Covers; a tour 


- Meathook Williams 


Bound By Neighbors (Fruit Punch) 


ere’s a rock solid 
offering from the 
here's a lot to enjoy here 


area's own Sway. 
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Pay 


(9) 
12) 


bining elements of grunge with psychedelia. 
We begin with “Out Where | Was,” a real rocker 
which brings to mind some of the post punk 
rockers from England ( Jam, Sham 69, etc.) but 
with more passionate vocals by frontman 
Surge who also handles the guitar slinging 
chores. Perhaps my favorite cut here is 
“Kingdom Of Any King,”a spinning ballad that 
rivals anything to come out of Seattle or any- 
where else. | especially like the guitar solo in 
this one. It reminds me of a live jam a /a 
Allmans. Following is the zany “People Have a 
Right to Know’ featuring a decent parody of 
Richard Nixon (throughout the album there 
, are a few more recorded snippets of spoken 

word, but never enough to annoy). Fuzzbox 
and even wah-wah pedal abound. 


There are no klinkers here and the whole 
? album has a continuity making it a potentially 
D great party album. My only caveat is that the 
misleading label “This CD is Fruit Punch 
Enhanced” does NOT mean that this is a CD- 
ROM which will render up a video or anything 
else on your computer. 


- Meathook Williams 


humbert 


the great while lunchroom 


HUMBERT 


The Great White Lunchroom (Nag) 


This recording grows 

on me with each 

playing. Humbert, a local outfit led by 

~ singer/guitarist Ari Vais manages to separate 
* themselves from the chaff of “alternative” 
bands through exuberance and diversity. We 
, have some solid and clever songwriting here. 
The lyrics are for the most part thoughtful 

~ and the playing, without being either excit- 
* ing or boring, is both competent and inspired. 
» The good news is that they're all over the 
» place but still retain a cohesive “sound.” 
There's a variety of styles here, tied together 
with jangly guitars (there are 3 guitar play- 
ers) and Jots of vocal harmony. But the pro- 


duction is generally sparse, which works to 
their advantage. The songs are concise and 
the continuity of the disc is fluid. 


12) 
@ 
ca) 
The album kicks off with “Strangel’(sic),a @ 
well-crafted rocker reminiscent of early Clash © 
with driving guitars and a raw solo. My other 
favorites include “Crabcakes” a sort of Ennio © 
Morricone meets Klezmatics (with excerpts O 
from The Godfather soulfully played by clar- @ 
inetist Dave Trenholm), and the reggae-ish ro 
“Alone In Your Victorian.” The latter is followed 
by “Mouth to Mouth” sung with pouting © 
insouciance by Elizabeth Simpson. “The O 
Freezer" is a brooding ballad with dark lyrics @ 
and a nice cello part that reminds me a bit of © 
The Jazz Butcher or The Velvet Underground. 
“Mysterina” even features an excerpt from 
Mozart's “Eine Kleine Nachtmusic’ in it’s guitar O 
solo. oO 


Actually, there is a fair amount of poten- © 
tial here. Several of the tunes have the hook © 
necessary for significant airplay. Take 
“Insulation” with it’s twin guitar drang punctu- 
ated by almost sweet harmonies, while 
reminding me a bit of “I Am The Walrus.” One 
has no trouble at all imagining “Feverish And 
Friendly” showing up on local playlists. And 
the closer “Sycophant" is aggressive and pas- 
sionate. 


VU 


Years ago, almost every “rock” album was 
an amalgam of styles. Nobody knew what to 
expect next from most groups, a sense of 
adventure that is lacking with so many bands 
these days. Thankfully, Humbert trancends 
this tunnelvision and gives us a potpourri of 
material that’s catchy but not cloying. And 
really, what more could we ask for ? 


- Meathook Williams 
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Exile on Coldharbour Lane = 
(Geffen/Elemental) 


(@) 


eS Salt is one of 
those albums that 


arrives from God-knows-where and about 
half-way through the first listening, a giant 
metaphorical hand reaches out from the 
speaker and slaps you upside the head. 


Completely dumbfounded, you wonder ® 


© music do the talking; but most importantly, 


a 


loud, “Who the fuck h freaks!?” 
mae pote: ekg aCey es oaeas aie mentality lurking subversivly behind Exile’s 


How’d they get a major label deal anyway? 
What the hell are they jabbering on about? 


And how is it possible their record's sodamn ° 


good? 


Seriously, how can you ignore a record 


that’s introduced with a drawled and weasel- « 


voiced evangelist sermonizing, ”... ask yerself , 


this question/Can a man who's fought in the 
Jungles against the voodoo capitalista pigs 


with LV. Lenin/Steepin‘in huts so lowly that the | 


© 


when they do use comedy, they have a knack 
. for twisting and bending it into some mean 

ass political/cultural rants peppered with dev- 

ilishly clever word play. Comparisons in sound 
) come easily... anyone from Happy Mondays 
and Black Grape to Chumbawumba . While 
lyrically, it’s obvious there is a very warped 


corny kitsch veneer. 


Duel leaders and vocalists of the group, 
Robert Spragg (Larry Love) and Jake Black (Dr. 

» DO. Wayne) trade off duties in a manner similar 
to Public Enemy: Spragg playing the savvy 
Chuck D to Black's jokester Flav, while the rest 
of the crew pumps out their self described 


© ‘sweet ol' time acid country blues music.’ It’s a 


tats was hunchback/Be mah redeemah? ¢ 


the least. What follows is one oddball mix that 
you soon won't forget. 


Brixton’s A3 (Alabama 3, abbreviated in ~ 


the US to avoid legal dispute with the country 
music kings), are a collective of at least 6, prob- 
ably more like 11, members, that squash 
together Southern fried gospel/blues with 
acidhouse and techno, If the mere thought of 
this hybrid makes you slightly queasy, it’s sup- 
posed to. Exile on Coldharbour Lane could 


(and should) be no more than a one-time-lis- 


=, 
ee) 


ten novelty record on the same cutesy level as 


releases by Weird Al, No Doubt, the ~ 


Chipmunks, or the Spice Girls. 


Here's seven reasons that should bury this ‘ 


debut far down into the SUCKS category... 


1. It’s a concept album (a concept album « 


about, no less, the birth and rise of the 


First Presleyterian Church of Elvis the Divine, " 


the band’s own place of worship). 


2. Gimmicky band member names (Larry 
Love, the Reverend Dr. D. Wayne Love, the 


on Keyboards). 


3. They give shouts out to Snoop Doggy 
Dogg, Fidel Castro, Noam Chomsky and 
Sonny Rollins in the same rap. 


4. They're friends of the Stereo MCs and r 


the Utah Saints. 


5. Dr. D. Wayne raps sound like Father 
Guido Sarduchi mixed with Flava Flav. 


6. They're British, yet claim to have soul. 
7.Clown skull as a logo. 


So why do | like ‘em so much? What sal- 
vages A3 from the crap heap? Well, for one, 
they actually understand how to piece 
together some excellent dance grooves; sec- 
ondly, they know when to stick their sense of 


. humor into their back pockets and let the 


winning combination, giving A3 the ability to 
cross genres song to song and still maintain a 


So 


aA ” Fon ~ focused sound. Tracks like “Woke Up this 
Maybe yesni may De nore igisunast say © Morning" with Spragg’s smoky croak fueled by 


a gospel chorus, giving way to the rasp of 
Black's dippy rap is an awesome dancefloor 
workout. Another highlight is “The Night We 
Nearly Got Busted,” a heady combo of Cameo 


2 funk meets grinding Chicago acidhouse meets 


Wolfgang Press cynicism. As for spiky humor, 
, try out the lead-off single “Ain't Gonna Goa” 
sporting cheesy treasures like, “Timothy Leary 


© - Check this theory/He sold acid for the 


y & 


) FBIWell, he ain’t no web site wonder, the guru 
just went under/You can keep your California 
Sunshine.” Along with lippy digs like “...there 
ain’t nothin’ worse than some fool lying on 
some Third World beach wearing spandex, 
psychedelic trousers, smokin’ damn dope - 
pretending he's gettin’ consciousness expan- 
sion.” Exile is crammed with peculiar wise- 
cracks and charming oddities such as these. 


Oo 


Proceed with caution, admittedly A3 is 
not gonna be everyone's cuppa tea. Their 


© goofiness could wear thin on repeated listens; 


, but since that first slap in the face, Exiles still 


_.__ got my attention. 
Mountain of Love, and worst of all... the Spirit @ 


~ Stuart Bloomfield 


) Nv) 
Ne 


Want to spice up your 

oe] sex life? You might try some 
coriander. The Spices of the World 

» | cookbook by spice maker 

e@ | McCormick notes that coriander 

was used by the ancient Greeks 


and Romans in love potions. 
Coriander, a native of plant of 
Southern Europe and 
Mediterranean regions, is a mem- 
ber of the parsley family. 
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THE SLiP 


or the uninitiated, the Slip is a powerhouse band waiting to be discovered by the 
masses.For the fortunate few however, this diamond in the rough is still a little- } 
known gem. 


The Slip is a New England-based trio who play a roots-rock blend, borrowing 
elements and concepts from innumerable genres and styles of music. The group is | 
heavily tour-centered in the best tradition of their direct antecedents Phish, Blues fi 
Traveler, and Medeski, Martin & Wood; all of which are, incidentally, big influences on 
the Slip. 


The trio formed in the early 90’s and have toured in the region ever since, quick- 
ly gaining a grass-roots fan base for their jazz-inspired rock. The Slip’s eclectic mix of | 
influences and instrumental improvisation makes their live performances some- | 
thing akin to a variety show. The band’s membership includes Brad Barr on guitar 
and vocals, Marc Friedman on bass, and Andrew Barr on percussion and vocals. 


The trio recently released their first CD, entitled From the Gecko on KA Records. 
From the get go From the Gecko has pleased Slip fans and has finally garnered some commercial 
recognition for a band on the brink. 


The Slip will perform at the Fire & Water Cafe in Northampton, on Friday, Feb. 6 at 10 p.m. 
For more information call 413-586-8336. 


Co C > 0&0 00 0 O GG ,) 0 0 
HOSPITAL : 
Lf ospital formed a scant year and a half ago — 
¥but in that time they have come to be a © 
favorite draw for many local music fans. The 
quintet is an ensemble cast forged out of the 
fires of many bands of old, including 
Cameron's Way, Doom Nation, and Home. With 
such a primarily hard-edged and alternative 
rock background one would reasonably 
assume that Hospital would be a similar Valley _. 


product, but such an assumption could notbe _ 
more wrong. 


Rather than bloodcurdling yawps the *j 
alternating two-part harmonies of lead singers © 
Rus-T and Mark Schwaber are soft, pleasant, 
bordering on the melancholic. At times they 
tecall the emotive strength of Simon and _ 
Garfunkle or the pop-oriented power of ‘ 
Lennon and McCartney. 


What truly sets Hospital apart however, is, 
undeniably, the cello work of Abby Barlow. Her @ 
varied bowing techniques have a subtle, yet » 
dynamic, effect on the music. Barlow’s cello at _ 
times functions as a third part to the vocal har- ) 
monies while at other times her bowing is 4 A) \\ 


¢ 
harder, faster and drives the rhythm of the » ’ eS 5 ‘) ‘4 
music with low, voluminous bursts. ie La. Nes< \\ Ay, \ 
Hospital is truly a treat for local music @ 
CGR oc llorth Pleasant Street. 42 at the Carriage Shops. Amherst MA 01002 
performing accessible and interesting music. 
open Mlonday © Saturday (2°10 pm Sunday ee8pm 


phone/fax 43°549°9296 © www.growroomrecords.com 


= — 


Hospital will perform at the People’s Pint on 
Federal Street in Greenfield, on Sat.,Feb.14, ~ 
at 10 p.m. For more information call 413- 
773-0333. 
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Guilty Pl 


Interesting Failwroa 


written by Nona and Charles Williams 

directed by Dennis Hopper 

starring: Don Johnson, Virginia Madsen, Jennifer 
Connolly 


n addition to being a legitimate excuse 

to see the exceedingly voluptuous 

Ea Virginia Madsen [GOTHAM, SLAM- 

DANCE] and the impressively well-endowed 

Jennifer Connelly [THE ROCKETEER, MUL- 

HOLLAND FALLS] bare-ass naked, this 

movie, based on Charles Williams’ !950s 

pulp fiction novel, Hell Hath No Fury, is a 

competent and qualified addition to the cin- 
ema’s library of film noirs. 


Don Johnson [TIN CUP, DEAD BANG], 
before his career crashed and burned after 
the international success of Miami Vice, 
and before it was resurrected by the aston- 
ishing success of Nash Bridges, stars as 
Harry Madox, a handsome and sweet-talk- 
ing drifter looking for his next grift, in this 
sexy and sweaty tale of revenge, lust, greed, 
and revenge — the basic elements of any 
crime drama. 


Set in the fictional town of Landers, 
somewhere in West Texas, Harry arrives one 
hot and sweltering day and easily cons his 
way into a job as a used car salesman. 
Always with an eye for the ladies, Harry 
meets the beautiful Gloria Harper, played by Jennifer 
Connelly, who also works for Harshaw Motors as the book- 
keeper, and Dolly Harshaw, played by Virginia Madsen, who 
is the sluttish wife of Harry's new boss — and all within the 
first twenty-four hours of his arrival. 


And while Mrs. Harshaw takes a shine to Harry, Harry 
takes a shine to Gloria. But Gloria has a secret. A dark 
secret that involves nude photos, lesbianism (!), and a local 
deadbeat/blackmailer, Frank Sutton, played by William 
Sadler [DIE HARD 2, TRESPASS} in another, of a series of, 
villianous roles. 


As much as Harry is drawn to the innocent and inexpe- 
rienced Gloria, he can’t resist the wiles of the whorish Mrs. 
Harshaw, who lures him to her house late one night while 
her husband is away for a weekend of hunting, and suc- 
cumbs to her sexual charms. 


Meanwhile, Harry also can’t resist the golden opportu- 
nity to rob the Landers State Bank. it seems that a local fire, 
during the middle of the day, is cause for everyone in town 
to stop what they are doing and rush to the scene, including 
the bank president, Julian Ward, played by the late Jack 


by Michael Charles Hill 


In Film Availabila 


On Video ©O 


Nance [ERASERHEAD, TWIN PEAKS], which gives Harry the 
motive and the opportunity to set fire to a nearby aban- 
doned building, clean out the bank of all its cash, and, 
unexpectedly, rescue a homeless man from the very same 
building he had torched. 


The upshot is that Harry becoms a hero. But not for 
long. Mrs. Harshaw, unhappy with Harry’s designs on 
Gloria, and Gloria’s obvious and increasing 
interest in Harry, convinces the sleazy 
Sutton to finger him for the robbery, long 
enough to put him in the “hot seat” — that 
is, unti] she provides his alibi to the police. 


Now that Mrs. Henshaw has her hooks 
deep into Harry, she lets him know she 
always gets what she wants and what she 
wants is Harry. She also tells him that her 
husband, due to a delicate heart condition, 
is not long for this world and that perhaps 
Harry could provide the impetus for his 
third and final heart attack. 


But Harry, too late for his own good, 
decides that he wants no part of her mur- 
derous intents and no part of her. He has 
decided that what he really wants is Gloria, 
and after tying up some loose ends, which 
include framing Frank Sutton for the rob- 
bery, he plans on heading to the Caribbean 
— with Gloria and the stolen cash. 


Needless to say, Harry’s plans go awry, 
as the ruthless and cunning Mrs. Harshaw 
turns the tables on Harry and sets into 
motion a series of events that, in the end, 
prompts Harry to regret the day he pulled 
off the highway that led him to Landers, Texas and into the 
arms and bed of the dangerously seductive Mrs. Dolly 
Harshaw. 


Directed by the actor Dennis Hopper [COLORS, THE 
LAST MOVIE, OUT OF THE BLUE] this virtually overlooked 
and unheralded minor masterpiece, which contains a 
soundtrack of original music composed by the legendary 
Jack Nitzsche, featuring Miles Davis, John Lee Hooker, and 
Taj Mahal, reeks of sex. You can feel it in your loins and 
smell it on your fingers. 


If THE HOT SPOT is a morality tale, it should serve asa 
reminder that “sex” is dualistic — it can be a beautiful 
moment of intimacy between two people, and it can also be 
a salacious act, with a price-tag that far exceeds its value. 


“Heaven hath no rage like love to hatred turned, nor 
Hell hath no fury like a woman scorned.” Words to remem- 
ber. Words to live by. 
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by Jessica Faller-Berger, B.A., K.N. 


THE NURSE IS|IN| 


! really loved him, then I wouldn't ask him to 
‘ use a condom. I never know what to tell hin. 


, A: Your wise decision to use condoms and spermicide is 
(The information contained in this article is for edu- P 


I 

! 

J 

: | not an accusation of infidelity. Even people who are faith- 

cational purposes only. Consult with your physician | (| partners can pass along STD's. For example, gonorthea, 
regarding all preventative, diagnostic, and treatment | 

I 

1 

a 


: chlamydia, HIV, and flat Condylomata acuminata (genital 
decisions. The views of the writer, Jessica Faller-Berger, | was are all STD's that a ain may have cauphigeaes 
RN, do not necessarily reflect those of | before their current relationship. It is common for infected 
the ANA.) individuals to lack all awareness of having a venere- 
al disease. Therefore, potential sexual partners 
should be screened for STD’s, including 
HIV, prior to the first sexual encounter. 

Some diseases that are classified 


as STD's can be contracted with- 
out having sex, then passed 
along through sexual activity. 


s it a paradox that for some, 
conception and death issue 
forth from the same 
act? As the new mil- 


lennium looms over 
us, so too does the natural 
coupling of procreation and 
decimation. While we have 
all been touched or haunted rr 


by the HIV virus through the 

loss of family, friends, or 

icons, morbidity associated with ' 
sexually transmitted diseases 
(STD’s) is not limited to AIDS. Just 
as humans arm themselves with 
ever more sophisticated weapons, 
so too do the microbial pathogens 
responsible for STD's. Unlike ill- Z 
nesses such as chicken-pox, one never ~~ 
develops immunity to an STD. The likelihood of _—_ 
transmission for some STD's is extremely high because 
many of those infected are asymptomatic, and may inno- 
cently spread the disease to others. This is especially 
true for women infected with chlamydia and gonorrhea, 
because symptoms are oftentimes nonexistent. Many 
STD’s wreak long term ill- 
effects such as infertility, can- 
cer, and neurological damage. 
The most effective protocols 
regarding STD’s focus on pre- 
vention. With more than 28 
STD's known to humans, the 
overall topic is impossible to prop- 
erly address in the span of this article. 


The most important subject related to 
STD's is you. Protect yourself’ For all the 
people who are in abusive relationships - 
no matter what the abuser says - your body is your own. 
No excuses are needed to refuse sex, or to insist upon the 
use of condoms and spermicide. If you already have con- 
tracted an STD - no one has the right to make you feel guilty, 
dirty or bad. 


Even if you are younger than 16 - you are legally entitled 
to receive treatment for an STD without your parents’ per- 
mission. Information about local, confidential STD screen- 
ing and services will follow. 


For instance, linen harboring lice 
or scabies can confer these 


_ pesky STD's to the part- 

wy, ner of a faithful spouse. 
One can contract HIV 

and Hepatitis B without 

sexual contact via 

: blood. Remind your 


boyfriend that condoms prevent 
ji pregnancy without the long-term 
side effects of other birth control 
methods. Remember, you have 
td the power to control your own safe- 
ty by choosing to use the female con- 
dom. Unlike the male condom, female con- 
doms can be applied well before any sexual event. You 
do not need a prescription, fitting, or doctor's appoint- 
ment to use the female condom. Consumers report that 
with a little practice, this birth control method becomes 
simple and easy to use. 


Q: I'm in the 7th 
grade and some of 
the kids in my class 
are having sex 
already. I feel stu- 
pid because I don’t know if I'm 
ready yet. 


A: Unlike the decision to start a new 

job or buy a new car, the repercussions of 
the decision to have sex may be permanent. 

You can quit a new job. You can trade in a car. But viral 
venereal diseases, like genital warts and herpes, stay with 
you for life. Genital warts may lead to cancer. Are you pre- 
pared to face the possibility of becoming HIV positive? Do 
you have the transportation and finances to undertake 
treatment for syphilis, gonorrhea, chlamydia, lymphogranu- 
loma venereum, chancroid and more? What will you do if 
you become pregnant? Do the realities of teenage mother- 
hood, adoption or abortion sound pleasant? If you decide to 
have sex, are you prepared for the possible consequence of 
infertility? These are just a few of the issues to think about 


Q: My boyfriend says if I trusted him and before you have sex. 


31 


Q: Back up for a minute. You're saying that 
genital warts give you cancer? 


A: Not necessarily. The Human papilloma virus (HPV) 
that causes genital warts is thought to be a contributing fac- 
tor to the development of invasive cervical cancer. There 
are over 60 different types of HPV virus (Tortora, Funke, & 
Case, 1995). Development of cancer hinges upon the type 
of virus to which the person is exposed and their genetic 
makeup. It is important to remember that genital warts 
associated with HPV are merely a symptom of the virus 
itself. Venereal warts result when HPV infects and trans- 
forms a basal cell, leading to the growth of a benign tumor 
(Lucas, 1988). While it is beneficial to eradicate the warts, 
doing so does not resolve infection with HPV. Thus, even in 
the absence of visible warts, it is possible to transmit HPV. 


Q: I have this wart on my middle finger. Can 


it spread and become venereal warts? 


A: No. Warts on the hands, feet, and fingers are not sex- 
ually transmitted. Warts on the hands and feet are caused 
by a different HPV than genital warts (Tortora et al, 1995). 


Q@; They can cure all the other sorts of VD out 
there, how come they can't cure herpes, warts 
and AIDS? 


A: The diseases that you mentioned are all caused by 
viruses. Antibiotics are effective against bacterial infections 
because the medication specifically targets bacterial cells, 
and not your own cells. Bacteria reside outside of and 
between your cells. Viruses, on the other hand, actually live 
inside of your cells. Viruses are obligatory intracellular par- 
asites, meaning ‘they absolutely require living host cells in 
order to multiply‘(Tortora et al, 1995). For an antibiotic to 
kill the viruses, it would have to destroy your own cells. 
Reduce your risk of contracting viral STD’s through either 
abstinence or mutually monogamous safer sex utilizing a 
new, latex condom and Nonoxynol-9 spermicide every time 
you have sex. 


Q; That Nonoxynol-9 stuff'’s dismal. Ye've 
tried using it but it hurts too much. We're 
sick of it. 


A: You and your partner are not the only ones who feel 
this way. In fact, the widespread concern over this discom- 
fort has spawned new research for a less irritating microbi- 
cidal spermicide. In Antwerp and London, a product called 
Pro2000 is undergoing clinical trials. Pro2000 helps to pre- 
vent the spread of HIV by inhibiting entry of the virus into 
susceptible cells (Communicable Disease Update, 1997). 
Here in the United States, another new, non-irritating 
microbicidal called BufferGel is undergoing NIH phase | 
clinical trials. 


Q: How does BufferGel work? 


A: BufferGel is designed to prevent STD’s and pregnan- 
cy without irritating vaginal tissue by “maintaining the acid- 
ity of the vagina at pH4” concurrently inactivating acid-sen- 
sitive sperm, HIV, and STD's (Communicable Disease Update, 
1997). This preserves the integrity of the protective vaginal 
flora while thwarting the spread of STD's. Meanwhile, 
combining a water-soluble lubricant with latex condoms 


may prevent tissue trauma associated with increased risk of 
infection. 


Q: Are there any symptoms common to all types 
of STD's? 


A: Each disease has its own signs and symptoms. 
However, report to your physician immediately if you expe- 
rience: lower abdominal tenderness; painful intercourse; 
unusual discharge; and sores or lesions around the geni- 
tal/anal area. Refrain from all sexual activity. After visiting 
your physician, you or your caregiver should notify all of 
your sexual partners regarding the need to seek treatment. 
This prevents the “ping-pong” effect. Take all of the pre- 
scribed medicine. Finally, schedule a follow-up exam for 
proof of cure. 


Q@: Are there any bacterial STD’s that can't be 
cured? 


A: A government document on antibiotic-resistant 
STD’s reveals that Neisseria gonorrhea has grown resistant 
to many of the antibiotics that are used to vanquish it 
(1996). These include beta-lactams, tetracyclines, spectin- 
omycins and fluoroquinolines. However, Gonorrhea can 
still be cured using broad spectrum cephalosporins. 


Q@: Why are doctors and nurses so gung-ho on 
making me finish all my medicine when I 
feel better in just a couple of days? 


A: When you do not finish all of your medication, what 
happens is that you encourage the growth of antibiotic 
resistant pathogens. The STD can then mutate, becoming 
much harder to cure. This is what may have happened with 
gonorrhea. If you do not finish all of your medication, the 
US Department of Heaith and Human Services warns that 
the undertreated STD can spread from the vaginal area to 
the endometrium causing Pelvic Inflammatory Disease. 


Q: Does having an STD cause AIDS? 


A: The only way to contract AIDS is through exposure to 
the specific virus that causes AIDS — the HIV virus. But you 
raise an important point. People who are suffering from 
STD’'S dramatically increase their chances of contracting 
HIV. According to the STD Update from the Centers for 
Disease Control, HIV transmission rates are reduced by 41% 
by preventing or curing lesion STD's. 


FOR HIV TESTING & SCREENING FOR STD'S CON- 
TACT THE STD CLININCS AT THE FAMILY PLANNING 
COUNCIL OF WESTERN MASSACHUSETTS (STRICT- 
LY CONFIDENTIAL): 


The Mill, 383 Dwight St., Holyoke($36-8777) 
Thursday mornings 8:30-noon 
Appointments suggested; walk-ins accepted 8:30-10am 


39 Mulberry St., Springfield (733-6639) 
Friday mornings 8:00-noon 
Appointments suggested; walk-ins accepted 8:30-10am 
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WU] S] Wan yy, 


ex. Murder. Courtroom theatrics. Madness. And a 

grisly death. All dear to the heart of every Ameri- 
alcan. But long before the days of lethal au pairs, O.J. 

Simpson, or Jon Benet Ramsay, there was Mary Mable 
Rogers. 


Mary Mahle togers? 


For more than 11 straight months she made page-one 
headlines all over New England. Yet poor Miss Rogers was 
forgotten long before Windsor’s Castle-on-the-Connecticut 
was transformed from prison to elder-housing. 


Even her name is unmemorable, more readily evoking a 
prim spinster than a nubile femme fatale. But at the turn of 
the century Malevolent Mary was the center of a media 
whirlwind rivaling anything from today’s scandal sheets or 
tabloid TV. For Mary was the last woman to be hanged in 
the state of Vermont. And weirder still — she was hanged 
twice. Rightly so, perhaps, for she perpetrated what one 
newspaper called, “The most diabolical! crime ever commit- 
ted” in the Green Mountain state. That crime, of course, 
was murder. And most likely she killed more than once. 


Married at 15, she and her 28-year-old husband Marcus 
lived in Shaftsbury, Vermont. When their 2-month-old 
daughter died suddenly, vigilant in-laws suspected foul play. 
Mary maintained the child had simply slipped from her lap 
and landed on its head. However, the next time someone 
died at Mary's hands there was no ambiguity. In 1902, after 
three years of marriage, Mary deserted her husband and 
moved to Bennington. To bankroll her new-found indepen- 
dence she wanted to get her hands on a $500.00 life insur- 
ance policy. Trouble was, her husband was still alive. So, 
with the aid of a love-struck, dim-witted admirer, Mary 
feigned reconciliation. To prove she had seen the error of 
her ways, Mary took Marcus for a romantic stroll along the 
Walloomsac River. They sat down at a pleasant spot where 
she tied him up, smothered him to death with chloroform- 
soaked handkerchiefs, attached a fake suicide note to his 
hat, and dumped him into the water. 

The inept crime was quickly solved; her moronic 
accomplice fessed-up to save his own neck. After a three- 
week tral, Mary was sentenced to death by hanging. 
However, popular sentiment in Vermont dictated that 
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women should never be hanged — not even for murder. 
Vermont's legislature disagreed. When they reviewed her 
case for clemency Mary lost by 40 votes. 


The sheriff carted her from Rutland jail to Windsor 
prison. Along the way great masses of people waited at 
every train station get a look at her. Apparently she was an 
extremely attractive woman. One newspaper described her 
as “tall, well-built, with flashing black eyes and great mass- 
es of raven hair.” 


Media excitement brought the nation’s women to her 
aid. One from Ohio accumulated 36,000 signatures to save 
Mary from the gallows. A Connecticut woman rallied sup- 
port through publicity, fund-raising, and petitions. In prison 
Mary received an avalanche of letters and gifts. 


She also hosted a procession of visitors — including 
many state and prison officials — who apparently took a lik- 
ing to her. She was given a sitting room with a window and 
all the books, games and needlecraft she wanted. 
Meanwhile the hangman, Sheriff Henry Peck of White River 
Junction, was building the gallows, sending out invi- 
tations to the execution, and supervising the setup of 
a “media room” at the local railroad station. 


illustration by Eric Talbot 
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Opposing forces gath- 
ered strength, bombarding 
the Attorney General, 
Governor, and press with 
letters and petitions. 
Defense lawyers 
worked maniacally 
on inventive appeals. 
Three different well- 
wishers tried smuggling poi- 
son to Mary so she could beat Ta 
the hangman. At length 
Governor Bell granted the first 
of three eleventh hour 
Teprieves. During the investiga- 
tion the prison itself came under scrutiny. Though corrup- 
tion was disclosed, the Vermont Supreme Court still reject- 
ed Mary’s request for a new trial. 


Before Sheriff Peck could assemble his gallows a second 
time, Governor Bell granted a second reprieve so lawyers 
could prepare a writ of error for the United States Supreme 
Court. This too was refused. Peck went back to work on the 
gallows only to be interrupted again by another ingenious 
legal ploy. This time Mary’s lawyers took her — and her 
growing entourage — to Brattleboro U.S. District Court for a 
writ of habeas corpus. The buggy she rode in was like a cir- 
cus wagon, flanked by reporters and curiosity seekers from 
all over the country. 


The Brattleboro judge sent the case along to the U.S. 
Supreme Court while the ever-optimistic Sheriff Peck decid- 
ed to leave the gallows standing. 


Somewhere along the way Mary did a little creative 
defense work on her own. Although she was constantly 
under observation or soundly secure in solitary confine- 
ment, she somehow managed to get pregnant. She was 
gambling that officials would not further tarnish their 
declining image by hanging a pregnant woman. But her 
success as a gambler was no better than as a murderess: 
the supreme court refused to hear Mary’s appeal and 
Governor Bell didn’t buy the alleged pregnancy. 


On December 7, 1905 — at age 22 — Mary Mable Rogers 
was hanged for the first time at Windsor prison. But 
temember, she was a tall woman. When the trap opened 
she landed safely on her tiptoes. The second hanging 
occurred when the executioner and a physician rushed 
forth, grabbed the rope, and hauled Mary choking and 
thrashing into the air. Though all local newspapers said the 
execution went smoothly, it actually took Mary fourteen and 
a half minutes before she strangled to death. 


Her legacy is a case with more twists than a Vermont 
backroad, littered with cherished public attention-getters 
like scandal, sex, corruption, and murder. There's a cast of 
colorful characters including a vamp, a victim, an entrepre- 
neurial hangman, and a succession of guards with records 
soiled by drug dealing, suicide attempts, and more. There 
is the high drama of courtroom combat, legal gymnastics, 
and Supreme Court rulings. And of course there's the pop- 
ulation of Vermont who, then as now, remain sharply divid- 
ed on the subject of capital punishment. 


Sounds like a movie of the week to me. 
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American English 
Programs of New England = 


(ocated in Sullivan Square) 
Full-Time International 
TEFL Certificate Courses 


TEACH ENGLISH 
OVERSEAS 


No foreign language or teaching experience required. 
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Ask about our 
Early Bird Scholarships 


http: //www.crocker.com/~eflworld 


American English Programs 


of New England 


17 South St., Northampton, MA 01060 
(413) 582-1812 
e-mail: eftwordd@crocker.com 
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According to the American 
Social Health Association 
in Washington, D.C., every year 3 mil- 
lion teenagers contract a sexually 
transmitted disease (STD). That fig- 
ure represents 13% of the world's 
population of people between 13 

and 19 years old. Overall, adolescents 
have a higher rate of contracting 
STDs than any other age group. 
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ATED R, WARNED 


“by Bob 


THE ENCAVSU- 
LATED REVTEW. 
(VIOLENCE, VRo- 
FANT TY, NUDITY). 
The next orfe said: some nudity. An- 
other one said: some profanity, par- 
tial nudity. It was up to you to 
determine whether some nudity was 
more nude than partial nudity or if 
just plain nudity meant lots and lots 
of nudity. But then, on the next page, 
one of them boasted full frontal nu- 
dity, which is probably a whole lot 
better than nudity and certainly far su- 
perior to some nudity. But it is hard- 
ly a science. The nudity in Kramer 
vs Kramer, for example, is described 
as: containing some nudity, and you 
wade through two excruciating hours 
of tear-secreting drivel, hoping to 
catch Meryl Streep flinging off her 
linen like Gypsy Rose Lee. What you 
end up with is this tiny little scene 
of Dustin Hoffman's one-night-stand, 
who's naked as a shorn lamb, com- 
ing face to face by the bathroom with 
his young impressionable son. But 
you only witness this for one tenth 
of a second. The little brat looks up 
at her and gets the whole technicol- 
or review for something like 3 1/2 
minutes, while you're left there claw- 
ing at the couch pillows, ranting: con- 
taining some nudity? Why couldn't 
they just have said: a barely de- 
tectable hint of nudity as significant 
as a litter of rats? Gimme that damn 
TV Guide. 

Of course, I, at one time, lived a 
more enlightened life. “Our bodies 
are beautiful,” proclaimed Ingred, the 
dark-eyed model who posed for us in 
Life Drawing | in a converted taxi barn 
posing as an accredited college, "We 
should never be ashamed to show 
them off.” I rendered her in charcoal 
on a big piece of newsprint, with 
curves so pronounced you would've 
thought | used a compass. 


Lay .-. 


Three weeks later, I showed 
my pale and pimply carcass to 340 
douchebags at the spectacle known 
as the Draft Physical at the Armory 
Building down on one of the 
piers. I had not meant to do this. 
Unfortunately, three weeks earli- 
er, 1 had given up wearing under- 
wear -- mainly because my mother 
refused, at my age, to buy me any 
and this new and liberating de- 
cision on my part (things hung in my 
pants like six guns) came into play 
when some Sergeant-striped orang- 
utan loudly ordered all of us to, 
"STRIP DOWN TO YOUR SKIVVIES 
AND SHOES!" 1 wasn't sure what 
skivvies were but I was pretty sure I 
wasn't wearing any. I had the shoes. 
Bowling shoes, actually. My father's 
bowling shoes, milky white ones with 
brown little tassels. When I saw them 
that morning by the radiator, I thought 
they looked exactly like the shoes Bri- 


Sex Laws from page 20 


of the district attorney’s office, says 
that he has a hard time envisioning 
any situation under which he would 
prosecute someone for marrying a 
non-related person who was of age. 


Free Shampoo 
(up to $9.00 value) 

with this ad 
expires 2/21/98 
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an Jones wore on the cover of the sin- 
gle of "Get Offa My Cloud." So! put 
them on and I wore them on the sub- 
way and I sang “Mona” all the way 
to South Station with my mouth 
closed. 


The thing about bowling shoes, 
however, is that the soles are made of 
the same playing-card material that 
Almond Joys come nestled in, and the 
minute they come in contact with con- 
crete, grass or gravel, they disintegrate 
like skin off a leper. 


But not only am I standing there 
peeing, completely naked, tn un- 
soled bowling shoes, in front of 
Eisenhower, MacArthur and Curtis 
LeMay, I am also without much of a 
penis. Like, it just disappeared. Is it 
the cold? All I knew was that I now 
possessed two navels: one an inny, 
one an outty, and no penis whatsoever. 


So marry the youngster and rest 
easy; as long as you're not having sex 


in public. 
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CHAMELEONS HAIR SALON 


98 Pleasant St. Northampton 
413- 586-8434 


When you receive 


=P any hair service with 


. Patrick, Jodi or Teri. 
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For The Last Seven Years 


Call Today For An Appointment 
Or Walk In And Check Us Out 


COUPON OFFER 
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Q @ At our position north of the equator we get 
certain seasons and weather in a fairly pre- 
dictable fashion. Do lands south of the equator, 
the same distance that we are north of it, get the 
mirror opposite seasons/weather that we do? 


A @ In essence, eS The earth does not spin in space 
in a perfect vertical perpendicular relative to the sun. The 
earth wobbles a bit; sen it is that wobble that causes our 
seasonal change. 


During the course of the year the northern and southern 
hemispheres of the earth are alternately oriented more 
toward the sun. At the summer solstice in the northern 
hemisphere we have midsummer because our half of the 
earth is pointed more at the sun, but those who live in the 
southern hemisphere are in the depths of winter. 


At the time of the equinox the sun is in a sort of cosmic 
middle plane above the equator and depending upon which 
way the world is wobbling we are on our way into spring or 
fall. 


Christmas celebrations in Australia, because of the 
Nature of the seasons, often involve the use of air condi- 
tioning rather than snowshoes given that for them it’s often 
one of the warmer days of the year. 


An Australian friend of mine would like me to add here 
that rumors of her countrymen marking the Yuletide season 
by picnicking on the beach are vastly overstated, though 
she admits that it was still considered a summer holiday. 


Q @ I recently moved here from San Francisco and 
it seems to me that western Massachusetts natives 
have an accent similar to people from the South- 
west and very different than the people of Boston 
or Worcester. My husband thinks it's just a "coun- 
try folk” accent I'm detecting, but then again he’s 
a snob. What do you think? 


A @ | am unwilling to comment on your husband's 
snobbery, though I am perfectly willing to take your word 
for it. As to the accent of the people of western Massa- 
chusetts, you are correct, there is a considerable distinc- 
tion between the local flavor of speech and that of Boston 
and its suburbs. 


I personally have never noticed a similarity between the 
accents common in the Pioneer Valley and those of the 
Mexican border states, but you might think back upon the 
people you were speaking to when this idea occurred to you 
and ask yourself where those people came from. 


Given the nature of population flux in, for example, the 
Amherst/Northampton area and in the Southwest it is 
entirely possible that you met people here who are native to 
Arizona or New Mexico or met people there who moved 
south to escape the snow. 


by Mr. Sma tylpantel | 


If you are, as you Say, just recently arrived 
from California, you may find that many of the people that 
you talk to are also from somewhere else. 


As an experiment you might want to travel to Athol or 
surrounding towns where the accent is much closer to that 
of Worcester, or to some Connecticut border town where 
you will find people using a glottal stop more typical of our 
southern neighbors. (Ask a native Nutmegger to say the 
word “mountain” some time. Terribly amusing.) 


@ Why is it so hard to form a lasting re- 
lationship? 


A @ This being the love and sex issue,and with pee 
placed firmly in cheek, I will venture an answer to tha 


Let's assume, for the sake of argument, that over ‘ 
course of your life you will meet roughly 10,000 people for 
a long enough period to exchange a few words and run the 
risk of forming a relationship. 


You can immediately eliminate 50 percent of them as 
being the wrong sex for whatever your orientation happens 
to be. Of the remainder you can eliminate another 10 per- 
cent because you are the wrong sex for their orientation 
(this number will increase or decrease based on the com- 
munity in which you live). 


Of the remaining group you can eliminate around 20 
percent as being people you find physically unattractive and 
another 20 percent as being people who find you physical- 
ly unappealing. 


This leaves you with around 2,700 people some of 
whom will be too liberal or too conservative, they will drink 
too heavily or not at all, be vegetarians or eat huge amounts 
of meat, they will try to expand their minds with strange 
beliefs or have minds so closed that you cannot communi- 
cate with them, but, ultimately, you will winnow them out 
for one reason or another. 


cultural/ideological disagreements have been dealt with 
will be very close to perfection, but there may be little things 
about them that get on you nerves; the fact that they watch 
the Three Stooges for hours on end, believe in conspiracy 
theories so inane that even a cat would not accept them, or 
eat French fries smothered in mayonnaise. 


Then there are the people who are wonderful in every 
way, except for the fact that for reasons you do not under- 
stand they just get right up your nose. 


In the end, in the whole of your life, you are left with five 
people you will meet who could conceivably work out as 
the perfect partner for you. Unfortunately the chances are 
that when you meet, either you or they will already be 
involved with someone utterly inappropriate. 
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The hundred or so people that remain after the larger e 
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by Roscoe 
Q: WHAT DO YOU FIND SEXY? 


George “Moonlight” Davis 

(age not given) 

Office Manager 

Amherst 

A: "Things beautiful, natural, consis- 
tant, stimulating, and enriching ny 
life.” 

? Paul Sanni 

32 

Technical Support 
Representative 

= Cambridge 

A: "Someone who doesn't wear make-up, 
smells nice and who I have good banter 
with.” _ 

— Joanne Tear 

39 

Shipper 

\ a Cummington 

A: "A man with a cute ass in a pair of 
tight white pants.’ 


t 
! 
| Florence 


A: "My wife... of course.” 
| 

! Administrative Assistant 
WES, «= South Deerfield 

A: “Silk boxers. A man ina suit. A 
man with a nice tan. A man with nice 
soft hands.” 


, 


| {age unknown) 
| | Journalist 
= Northampton 
A: “°People who are willing to share 
their most intimate thoughts for the 
whole world to read.” 


Leo Lapan 
41 


| Yurix D. Peralta 
27 
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Furniture Component Technician 


6 Bottles 
of Wine 


6 University Drive 
Amherst 


Love rules? Despite all of the pornogra- 
phy littering the Web (and creating havoc for 
legislators), a search on the Web using 
Altavista brings up 710,664 documents on the 
word ‘love, compared to 43,059 documents 
when searching on the word ‘pornography. 
Marriage wins, too, with 1,257118 entries ver- 
sus 43,489 for divorce. 
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WHAT'S 
COOKIN" 
AND 
BAKIN' 


OOK. > OFFERING 
ANY 
TAU Ey) HOMEMADE 
7 BAKED GOODS 
BREADS °* PIES * CAKES * DELI SANDWICHES 
ALSO SERVING INDIGO COFFEE 


91 MAIN ST. - 586-5221 - FLORENCE 
OPEN: Mon.-Sat. 5:30 AM-6PM; Sun. 5:30AM-2:00PM 
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YOU KNOW YOU'RE ON ANOTHER PLANET WHEN yO 
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Without leaving their home’ 
without spending dough 
They have everyone 
on the planet to meet 
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So what's the problem with America? 
How come there's no balconies? 
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ROB ENGMAN 
valley music editor 
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more sales 
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inspiration 


ROXY & BELVEDERE 


WHAT LOVE STORY 
DOESN’T END 

IN HELL 

OR IN A WHOREHOUSE? 


If you say so, Sweetheart. 

If you say I used voodoo 

And Santeria, 

Black magic and Macambo. 
If you say I buried an apple 
In your path, 

That I slipped my blood 

Into your wine. 

If you say I burned your photo 
Under a full moon, 

That I cut a piece of your hair 
While you slept. 


If you say I made you dream of me 


Every night for a year. 


Then Sweetheart I have to say 
You're one 
Crazy Motherfucker. 

- Corrine De Winter 


VMAIL 


Greetings, VMag folks: 


Fab mag you have there - LOVE the covers. Do try to use more fonts - I don't 
think you've truly covered the full spectrum. 


A couple of points on Master Dobbs’ great article in issue 3 (Live & Famous 
From the Valley). First, the lovely Geena (nee Virginia) Davis is not from Ware, but 
Wareham (one of those towns people pass thru on their way to the Cape). Did you 
know that while she attended BU she worked at Ann Taylor as a window man- 
nequin while trying to get a job with a modeling agency? Simply fascinating... And 
John Lithgow's brother is an anesthesiologist in a local hospital (or at least he used 
to be - my sister had his kids in her daycare group). 


Also - If my memory serves me, the actress who played the check-out girl in 
Animal House lives in Amherst. I know that would make all your readers breathe 
a sigh of relief to know that. 


- MrvDO 


God klsae you MpyPo — Arb Dirscbor 


1) Ware, Wareham... d’oh. Funny that Ms. Davis used to work as a store man- 
nequin. Explains a lot about her acting style... 


2) What?! Sarah Holcomb of Animal House and Caddyshack fame lives in 
Amherst? Wow, Amherst is cooler than we thought. 


EDITORIAL 


DOING THE MICHAEL HUTCHENCE 


Yeah yeah yeah so many people told me it ain't PC to do a Sex issue, especial- 
ly one that’s as male-hetero as this one turned out to be. “Omigod, you’re going 
to cover exotic dancers? But stripping is about as un-PC as you can get,” Said one 
omni-lifestyle-tolerant friend. 


Un-PC? Is it? 


valley for so long that for him (and too many others) PC has mutated from stand- 


Or is it that my friend has lived in our wonderfully (if not uniquely) cael 


ing for “Politically Correct” to being a form of “Puritanical Control?” 


Ok, maybe the latter phrase is a little strong but you know what I mean: How 
tolerance of some things has led to intolerance of others. 


] guess I'm tired of this PC self-censorship that afflicts alot of people I know, 
myself included (ie worrying that this issue might be too male-hetero in outlook). 


Or maybe the holidays are getting to me. 
So celebrate diversity already. 


- Murphy (13/31/97) 


(This issue dedicated to the Funstix.) 


Next issue: 


THE VALLEY COMICS INDUSTRY 
(featuring lots & lots of comics) 
(Available around February 21 wherever free publications are found.) 
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‘Ljust need a little SPACE!” 


We've all been there: You get a great idea, need to remember a phone number, have to sketch 
something, draw a map, write down a lyric... and there's no paper anywhere. The next time this 
happens, help will be as close as a copy of VMag. Through issue 13, Larien Products (a great little 
Northampton company) will sponsor this ‘creativity page.” Now, when you get hit with a 
brainstorm or just need to put something down on paper, grab the nearest writing implement 
and a copy of VMag and GO WILD! 
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Pioneer Valley Vendors for the Bagel Biter®: 
Different Drummer, Norfhamptan, * Bruegger's,Northampton, ¢ Bed, Bath & 


THE ORIGINAL BAGEL GUILLOTINE” 
Beyond, Holyoke Crossing, * Brookstone, Holyoke Mall, « Lechier's, Holyoke Mall, BROUGHT TO YOUR 


The Chef's Shop, Holyoke Mall, ¢ Your Kitchen, Keeme, NH, ¢ Cook's Complements, 
Peterborough, NH, ¢ Brown & Roberts, Bratileboro, VT, * H.Greenburg & Sons, [ f R | 
Bennington, VT R O DU 
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Pleasant Street Video: Your Ticket to New Worlds 


29 Pleasant Street, Northampton ¢ 413-584-6762 
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